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It HIS Piece was finiſd above Two Tears 


| ago, and put into wy Hands, to make whats 
| Uſe of it I thought fit. And tho it co our 
le Month, or leſs, 


Author — — OS a — — 
yet, pon this Occafion, I can't but think t - 
ng it will oblige the World, fince it is 4 Sequel 
to Mr. Philips's Play of Duke Humfrey, and an 
Introduct᷑ ion to. Mr. Cibber's Alteration cf. Richard 
the Third. Never Child had a more regardleſs Fa- 
ther, than the Parent of this; and therefore rather 
than have it ſinot her d, I thought it a more Fluman 
AF to let it come upon the Pariſh. And, in my poor 
Opinion, I have ſeen a leſs promiſing Appearance 
than this Brat carries about him, viſe in tbe State. 


But if, like Phaeton, in Shakeſpear's Carr, 
Th? unequal Muſe unhappily ſhould Err, 
At leaſt you'll own from glorious Heights he fell, 
And there's ſome Merit in attempting well. 
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The Bites 51 T8600 of 


King HENR T VL 


ACT 1 SCENE 1 
ber King Heary, 2 


uy My che the Tor ef lambs d 
& W ere L lay hetpſeſs, to all 222 


My childiſh Hand, not able to ſupport AR; ö 
My Father's word, dropt the bee r, * 
Ara let fall afl the Lauceſs that aforn'd- it; „ 

And French and Engliſh 145 for the * 


So loſt I France 5 now auf chreatne 
By wicked Rebels, with t on 0 
Cade and Plantagener 28 ah GS. .. | 
Never did Subj Ped to to be a No RE 
as I do long, and wil x t6 be a Subject, 1 


Enter ACP. —. 2 = 


er. Health and vod Tidings to ue 
i mates Cade , * * Eill'd by brave e 4 


K. Hen. Kill'd! 
„ He Lord; We- 


; Queen. He is un, ; wy 
| And wait your H oft? Doom, of Life, ot Deaths * 


5 "I" 
7 kd 
1 
8 X 
* 
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N 2 i The. Hiſtwical Tragals "i 


27 7 43 * 


Eibe. Their Fable was great, riorryes bui theirs * 
Now cancels that, and they ſhall meet M Merc RT + . 
Therefore with pleaſing Pardon to them all, . 
Lo diſp . em to their ſeveral Homes. . 
5 ings s ſhould have Mercy, but with it Jake 
5 Bn Hen. J uſt Heaven accept my Mou), + Thanks and * 
1 og ſav'd the Lo wk my poor Ar 
ſwear I am more pleas dit o fe .my poor Peyple Wi 
ithout the Shedding my poor Subjects Blood, , 
1580 Iſhould be dag! quer the whole erld | — b 
| Iipghter— bu Ha! bid Clifford w. ping. * ll I 2 1 : 
| Enter Old Clifford. | 
; a R 
0. Cl Les, Sir, T we but 1 "we Ye: I © 
For I nf: cruſh'd between x might —_ of Joy 75 ( 
Your Foal paſetyy andi my 7 Sori's 4 Succeſs 'T 3 A 
Epter Young Clifford, and os 2 \ 
A O her N N n 6h 1 
A A. Ws for hr Revd $86 Lid, 2 . 
a bh be Paid. | n 
1 cena now {AS 22 5 paltry Scadold, | 1 f A 
which, Pl e pet to climb, x © 7 
Project. Have eard- 
The Duke "* "York N coine monk ar p A — MS. c 
iſſant an ht ry. 
Is marchi og bichermards in 1 5 5 4 1 ae 3 un vi 8 
K Hen. rue be Wee es with ha Jr , £41 vg . 
NN But he gives ours be opl does i intend TR 118) 0 baA ; 
i - Fo drive away from me po wicked "Minitters Wu. Tenth 7 C 
ra The,conftant Yizard of e . 
| Rebellion f is ſo foul and g rim 2 Monfte ee! 5 Le (aA 
That thoſe who mount 8 Beit ar 0 forc's 1 bas d 
To coyer it all o'er with, awd y Trap pin g8. * ian 72 2 1 
They mark it in the Forehead with White © Stars,” "7 * : 3 I 
| Pretences heavenly. 1 B 
{ Queen. Believe me, Sir — he tells W bongbe but Tra. # 
| K Hen, Thus ſtands. my State, 7 Cade ant York, diſtgeſt, 8 
4 Like to 2 Sbip, that having, ſcap'd a Tem ; * 
1 Is 9 ca d, and boarded with 4 ric TY 9 5 "P +: 
= or, pl W 
nd Sk in oh e ek e L 5 = | bs 


Kay HENRY VI. 


. ch. I wilh, my Lord, and doubt not ſo to dell, 
As l Things ſhall redound unto. your Good. | 

K. Hen. — Wife, let's in, and learn to yetn better; 
For yet may * Tarte my wretched Reign. 


Enter York, Edward; George; Richard; and Soldiers, 


York, From Irelavd thus comes York to claim his EY * 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's Head. 
Oh holy Majeſty ! who would not buy thee dear, 
Let them obey that know not how to rule. 
41 This Hand was made to handle nou t but Gold. 
I cannot give due Action to my Wo 
Except a Sword or Sceptre ballance it 
A Scepter ſhall it have. Have I Soul f 
On which I'll cole the Flower de Luce of France. 


Enter Old Clifford. 


Whom have we here ? old Clifford to diſturb me? 
The King hath ſent him fure U diffemble. 
O. Cliff. York, if thou meaneſt well, 1 greer thee well, 
i York, ; Chord of. Cumberland, | accept thy Greeting. 
Ark « Mefſenger, or come of Pleaſure ? Ih + 
A Meffenger:from Henry our dread Liege; 
To know the Reaſow of theſe Aral in Peace? 
SL Orwhy, thou being a Subject * 3 
_ FE Againthy Oach, and true Allegiance: oft 
Should raiſe fo greats Pow'r. without his Lee * 
4 on ne to bid hy Force ſo near the Court 
ah k.-Scarce k; my Choler is fo great. 
nA oh ' Tomb hew u ocks, — 166 with. Flint,” 4 
lam ſo angry at the e abje& Terms: 
And now, like frantick 4 1 * * 
On . or Oxen, cal I ſpend my Fury: | 
lam far better born than i is the King; 
More like a King, more k ingly in my * Thoughts. / 5 
But I muſt make Kir Weather yet a while, | 
Ian Henty be more weak, and I more ſtrong. (fide 1 
a O Cumberland, I prithee pardon me, _ 
That I have giv Anſwer all this While. 
My Mind was anke with deep Melancholy, | 
ke Cauſe why, | boys peenght Big Army | Abe, 3 | 
emove en nnn 
mY 4 B 2 1 Seditioum 


Luut. 


Nn 


_ Why lon ; and to the Seats” - 
0. Cl at is too muc u tion on th Na. 
But if thy Arms be to no pther' End. 4 ur! 
The Kiog hath yielded unto Hey Demand: * 5 
- The Duke of Somerſet is in the „ 49.1 
| York, Upon thy. Honour, Is be * 

o. Cliff. Upon my Honour, he is Prifoner. - wy 

go, Then, noble Clifford, 1'11 diſmiſs my Pow” 78, 
And let m 9 virtuous «41M 
Comman my elde Son; nay * 
As Pledges of my Fealty and e 3 
111 ſend? em all, as willive as 1 live? A 
Lande, Goods, Houfe, Armour, every Thing 1 . 6121 1 
| Ts to his Uſe, ſo Somerſet may die. 

O. Cliff. York, I commend this kind Submiſſion; 
And I am ſure twill glad Sing *. 's Heart. 1 * 
_ let us Two 80 friendly to the King. 


Enter King Henry, artended. 


1 / 
4 , / 
Fo 


hy >, LI Ot 


K. Hen, Clifford, doth York intend no Harm to us, 
That thus he marches with thee Arm in Arm. | 
York. In all Submifiion and ber Miert N 8 


York, doth pr reſent himſelf unto your 
K. Hen. Then what intend theſe e doſt ir 8 
Tork. To have the Traytor Somerſet from 3 „5 V 


And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cad; 5 is 
Who fance, I hh is overcome and fajn. * © 


Enter the Queen, and Comerſet. 


K. Hen. See, old Clifford ; Somerſet comes with the 
Go bid her hide him quick] from the Duke. 


Queen; * 


Queen. For thouſand Yorks he ſhall nor hide his nend. W 

| But boldly ſtand, and front him to his Face. | I. 

Vork. How now? Is Somerſet at Liberty? | | 

b Then York unlooſe thy long impriſon'd Fhowghrs, TY | 

| And letthy Tongue be equal with thy Heart. | = Ly 
Shall I endure the Sight of Somerſet * * 15 

Falſe King, why haſt thou broken Faith with we. 3 M 


Knowing how hardly I can hrook Abuſe? 
King, did I call thee? no, thou art no King, 
Nor fit to govern and rule Multitudes, 

| 1 5 has not Power | % . A Auge ee 5 


e: 


0 $4 


* 
> A 


We are thy Sovereign, Chifford, kneel 


I mean, my Royal Father, or our Swords 


| Shall turn the Atreſt of Treaſon on your ſel ves. 


That Head of thine doth not become a Crown 
by Hand is made to graſp « Palmer's Staff, 
d not to grace an awtul princely Bcepter: 
That Gold muſt round epgirt theſe Brows of mine, 
Whoſe Smile and Frown, like to Achiltes's Spear, ; 
Is able, with the Change, to Kill and cure; 
Here is a Hand to hold the Scepter up. 

And, with the ſame, to act contt̃ouling Lyws : 

Give Place; by Heav'n thou ſhalr rule no more 


3 


nh J O'er him, whom Heawn created for thy Ruler. 


Som. O, monſtrous Traytor! I arreſt thee, York, 

Of capital Treaſon gainſt the King and Crown. © 
Yerk, Somerſet, in whoſe Name do you arreſt me? te WO 
Som. In the King's Name. | 
York, Then I'll unfold my ſelf; 

Know, hitherto I've been like a dark Cloud 

Where ſcorching Heat has been engendring Thunder; 

The Grumbling and the Rowling you have heard, 

And now the deadly Bolt ſhalt light among you: 

I am your King. 55 | 
K. Hen. Ha! 

York. Yes, I am your Kin 


Sprung from the Royal Houſe of Clarence, 


Whom three Uſurpers of the Houſe of Lancaſter, 
Succeſſively, have trodden under Feet, 

Whilſt they have glitter'd in our Royal Glory, | 
Shone like falſe Diamonds in our Purple Robes. "4 


| Enter young Clifford. * 
V. ct. Health and Ill Happineſs to my Lord the King. 


York, I thank thee, Ci5fford, ſay, What News with thee? 
Nay, think not to fright me with an angry Look, | | 
1ee down, 


For thy miſtaking ſo we pardon thee. 
T. Cf. This is my King, Rt, I do not miſtake, 
But thou miſtakeſt much to think I do. ; 
To Bedlam with him —- Ts the Man grown mad ? 
K. Hen. Ay, Clifford, Frenzy and ambitious Humgur 
Make him oppole himfelf againſt hie King! | 


Y. Cliff. Did we not tell you this? | 
Ed. And we will tell you more, obey your Ring, 


— 
2 
. 


"The "Hiſtorical 75 Tagedy of. 5 


0. cli Fs Sutely you think you are amon n 
„ Edward y You i your Valour 3 {qt % 


Nen. Let them admire thy Boaſts, here art thou ſcorn'd: 
3 Tis ſaid, when the - rave Duke of ain 1 
Queen Margarer would not contemn a Lover; 5 
Im young, and love, but yet I am not ſtricken 
So blind with Beauty, but I can difcern AIM 
Both the fait Kingdom, and the 1 Queen; lie , 

* of the Impotence of a w eak King. | 
>. Queen. [1] manner'd Inſolence! 5 

F. Cliff.” Why, what a brood of Traytors have. we here ? 
Tork. Look 192 Glaſs, and call thy Image ſo: 
I am thy King, and thou a falſe —.— . 
I've declar'd my Ri ght, and here are my three,Sons 
To plead it wit „ae Now I'll 8 
The Sword of the Victorious Earl of Warwick. 

Call in the Earl. 24 


kus Warwick. . 


K Hen. Thou againſt me, Warwick! 1 | | 
Say, didſt thou never ſwear Allegiance to me, : | 
And canft diſpenſe with Heav'n 2 ſuch an 8% ] 
Mar. It is great Sin to ſwear unto a Sin, p 
But greater Sin to keep a ſinful Oath : "kak 
Who can be ce b oy ſolemn Vow, 17. TT ] 
To do à murderous Der w +. - ] 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgin s Chaſtity, | 
To 'reave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 

ad have no other. Reaſon for his Wrong, 


] 
But that he was bound to't by ſolemn Oath? \ r ( 
] 


2 


- * 'F E'vY a * „ 
* 0 * 14.04 £ 
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7” AAS 2 Way _ 


8 * 
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Queen. A ſubtle Traytor Reds no — 
War. Cauſe I ador'd an Idol once, in e, 
Muſt I ili do fo, now I ſee my Error? 


5 1 0 f 


Know, Duke of Lancaſter (for you are no more) vil * ( 
Henry, your Grandfather; murder'd his King, & 3 
Richard the Second ; not content with that, ee en, f 
He trampled on the Rights of the next Heirs. 

- Your Father, warlike Henry, I confeſs, „ 
Had in Deſert what he did want in Title: rr 


But Merit makes no lawful Claim to Crowns. 
For if it did, I wou'd be King of Egle, 1 p 
But I will tell you to your Whew: Duke Henry, C4 

hat you have neither Title nor Deſert. | 


* HENRY * 


eee, 


=” 46 hes 

War. I'll ſpeak Truth, e OP 3 
And value not the Fury ” r A 
Your Father Henry was 4 Wall of Steel. 
Thro' which there was no Pafſage to the Throne, an ung 


But you are only a ſoft filken Curtain, 

Which with my " Head. or Breath, I'll put aſide, 
And ſeat your elf, King Richard, in the, Throge, 
For it is empty tho' the Duke be there.” 

Y. Cliff. What, have theſe Traytors conquer'd us a 
They ta Kat this bold Rate? Thou Traytor Warwick, | 
Warwick, no! when thou dethron'ſt thy Kin 
Thou mad'ſt thy ſelf a Groom, by the A Y 
Thou trampleſt on thy King; 4 ſawey Groom © 
May ſet his dirty Foot upon thy Jaws, 

And tell thee they wete made both of one Cly 
Edu. What a fierce Talker's this? be 

War. ls g at big] TOP ACER 
All this loùd Noiſe and Futy you have heard” 

Is but the Crackling of He urning Thorn, 
That hedge the Duke, and they will ſoon be Aſhes. 

Queen. Wherefore does Henry 1 
Let's draw the Sword, and cha theſe Ree! $ 4 bj 
Daily Diſturbers of our Peace. ee 
| York, Poor ,Margaret, | ew? & Sa 
I cannot blame le oral but pit Ad 1 1 
For thaw þ haſt cauſe to rail, ſince from Mis ae"! BE. ara 
Of good Duke Hemp Hampers all thoſe. Schemes prov!d Air, 
Which hop'd Succeſs from | noble Glo Men's Deaths 
Mark Heaven's Vengeance. _— e, 1 

Queen, Proud infulting York! ? f 3 
on r bam, and bid him arm pimfell „ - 

Gall Buckingham, and all the Friends thou hat, 
I 3 r 601% d for Death or Dighity. © 

O. Cliff. The firſt, I warrant thee — if Dreams prove true, 

War. You were beſt oto Bed, and dream again, OP 
To keep thee from tlie” empeſt of the Field. 

0. Cliff. I am reſoly d to bear a greater”: Storm 
Than any thou can 'ſt conjure up to Day. * 

.ch, And fo to Arms, my brave, and noble rade p 6 
To * the Rebels and their Complices. 


LY 


« $f; | 


* 
— 11 


* 1 3 
ws | 4 b . — 0 S« # wi .# 


rley with theſe Miſcreants 7 | 


4 


m me Thy 


A Crown's the Prize, and Victory the 


0. Cliff. I do not lack thy 7 


A N 


War. And Royal Richard, fix d on Loyal 1 BY 
Stand like a Cedar on z Mountain Top, 
Securely rooted, and deſpiſe all Storm. 

Edw. Now ſound the Trampersande each 2 I 


<> "Hes 
bee, g. 


Fa 


. Hen, My Cauſe is fix d in 7 
And more in Heaven than qur 


4 great G4 Nu 
fam Warwick and Xofk tha,” 


. How uo my vohle Lord, hat, il A 5 * 
York. The Na handed Ct 7255 4 A 


And I have made a 4. 5 x my, rocks x 
Even of the * Bea 4250 4 wel: 175 


. 


mur. Old * now prep ire to! meet qi pi, ate, 
Tork. Hold Wa 5000 ſeck 185 out fo 1 8 ot "8 aſe, 
For | my ſelf muff 


Har. Then nobl 
L iotend Ci 
t grieves my Sau 


PALL. tis Urs Crown cho Ml en, 
to thee to 05 
dul to I eave thee 7 0 ag TY * pb e 
0 22 York, with thy Bearing hp in ith e 
But that 'tis ſhewn ignobly, in 1555 * 4.52 of 
York. So let it help me now againſt bs Sword |, 


Az 1 in Juſtice, and ixue Right, ech $.1 


Farewtt, old valiant Clifford, I tho _ 'T 
Be ſorry for thee, 9 E. not HA 2 10d teu. 
thaw art a Thais, . 


g 1 
4 TONii6Gy 1 


And I for Loyalty die honourably. | |. 
Sen Richard ot Somerſer, I 7 feb. gamer "2 
"Rich." 80 He thou n * 


For underneath an Alehouſe paltry Sign, e hee 
The Caſile i in St. Albans, Somerſet - 7 TY 
| Hath made the Wizard rig in hi ell, ” * 
| Sword, hold thy Tewper; Heart 'be Rare of, 

Prieffs pray for ee, ur Prizices Kill. 


by 2 e abe 


eee f SAD 6 


renne 


* H 
Ester young Clifford. 


Y. Cliff. Shame and Confufion ! all is on the Rout! 
My Men are fled, or ſlain, and I alone 
Stand like a lofty Maſt, ſhewing my Head 
Above the Waves, when all the Ship is ſunk. 
I cannot find my Father, nor my King. 
O. Cliff. Oh, Son! 95 5 
Y. Cliff. Ha! f | 
Methought I heard a Voice reſembling much 
My Father's, very weak and faint it ſeem'd, 
As he were far from me, or near to Death. 
0. Cliff, Oh, Clifford, tis thy aged Father calls! 
T. Cl. Ha ! Oh, there he lies! | 
All wel'tring in his Gore, gaſping for Life ! 
Oh Father! Father! if thou haſt Breath enough, 
Leave with me but the Name of him that wounded thee, 
That I may give thee, and my Selt, Revenge, 
And [I'll prefer that glorious Legacy, 
Before the Eſtate _ Honour which thou leav'ſt tne. 
o. Cliff. Plantagener gave me my Death. Farewel! (dies, 
T. Cliff. Plantagenet gave thee thy Death ! Plantagenet 
Then gave himſelf, and all his Race Deſtruction. 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his Blaſt, 
And Nature {tart at this great deadly Shock. 
Waſt thou ordain'd, Oh, my dear, loving, Father, 
To loſe thy Youth in Peace, and in thy Age 
To die in Ruffian Battle? Ev'n at this Sight 
My Heart is turn'd to Stone; and from this Time 
I will be famous for inhuman Cruelty. - 
Tears, to me, ſhall be as the Dew to Fire; 
And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming Wrath be Oil and Flax. 
Ne'er mote will I have ought to do with Pity. 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of York, 
Into as many Gobbets will I cut it, 
As wild Medea young Abſurtus did. 
York kills our old Men, and I'll kill his Children, 
That when he's dead he may not have a. Son 
To bear him to the Grave, as I my Father. 
Alas, he hears me not. he's dead, he's 
Come thou new Ruin of old Clfford's Houle, - bib 62 
As did Zneas old Anchiſes _ i120 1Þ:,0411 vir ved! * 


of 


ENRY V, @&= 3 


j 
1 


lo 15% Blifforical Tagen 
80 IIIl bear thee upon my manly, — 5 


But then Eueas bare a living Load: 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe Woes of mine. » + PExie. 


Tinonpets fund. and ge dias. Evra Tack, Edward, Richard, 
1 | George, and aber 


| York, Of brave Warwick , Who can report of bim t 

| This happy Day 6 

Is not it Pele nor ha ve wWe won one Foot, md 

If that brave Man be loft, | | | 
Rich, My noble Father, _ 

Three Times, to Day, 1 help d binn to his Horſe >. 

Three Times beſtrid him ; ae led him off, 

Perſwaded him from any further Act. 

And ſtill where Danger was, ſtill there I met. fim. 

But. Noble as cha is, ook. where he derbst. | SEE 


Enter Warwick. 


om. i} <y.9 9.3.3 a. 00. 4 i into. 


1 


"Fork, Izt me ambrice the greateſt Man, that breathes, h 
Ges. England will leatn again to fight and conquer; 
A glorious Science we have almoſt loſ}, | __ AP 
Under the Reign of this tame, book iſh Ky ing; 
Mar. What is become of the young boaſting Clifford ? 
Fate, as if tender of him, did to Day, 
When e'er I met him, thruſt a pDuy betwixt us, 
Fork. I met his Father in the Field; and there 
I put the brave old Man to his la Bed. 
The ſtout old Winter Lion, that had long * 
Endur'd the 4 :6f Time fought with that Heat 
As he had been but in the Spring of Youth : 
Like Arras Hanging i in a homely. Houſe, 
So was his gallant Spirit in his Bod 
Edu. Whilſt we purſu'd the Horſe on of th "Noth 
With too much Heat, the King eſcap'd our Hands; 
But he has left behind ſome of. his Friends; 
I fell- upon the gallant Nuke of Puckingham, 
And with one fortunate ſubſtantial Blow -44 
I cleft his good ſteel Helmet and his Scull.  , 
War. Now, by my ens well haſt thou fought to Day 3 
So did we r 
K. by my Life, Lords, tas 2 * erlone Day; 3 
St. Albon's. Battle Ty fanſous York, 


Shall 


VRT VI. 


| Shall be _ in 15 ot to come: 


END oft we with f. to London, 
Bo Fe King 5 / * Hin 
And Were he's ST 1 5 195257 5 wide Breach. 


_ Citizens A 2 „ pious Princes, 

An fuck hor 7 bi like themſelves. 
Hoe 120 can, ent Town before em, 
And fill it with your Troops, and ſee to Morrow 
To get early into the Parli — 1 * 
There guarded well, 8 oy e Crown ; 
My Tongue and Swbrdſhall ert your Title; 
en let me ſee who ſhall dare be fo Ty 


To on 8 5 our Swords aſſert. 


Valour, Wiſdom and Nobility, 
ri 44. thy Counſel. 


Mar. T5 ; Come then, away, TRY 
Our Har gain Kan by gar Delay: [Exeynt. 


— 


End of the Firſt AcT. 
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Na n n 


My Heart for Anger burns, I cannot brook it. 
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York, Edward, George, Richard, Warwick, and 
other Lords, &c. diſcover'd as in Parliament. 
York, E Peers of England, having ſhown my Title, 
| And you a proving my juſt Pedigree ; 
I take Poſſeſſion of my Royal , 
De And to my Death my Scepter ['ll maintain, 


Enter King Henry, Clifford and others. 


K Hen. My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel fits. 
Young Lord Cumberland, he flew thy Father, 
And I do think that you have vow'd Revenge 
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
| Cliff. The Hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in Steel. 
War. What ſay you, Lancaſter, will you refign, 


In Peace, the Crown to him whoſe Right it is? 
Or, ſhall we force it from 2 with gur Swords? 


r this? Lets pluck him down. 


Cliff. What, ſhall we ſu 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us aſſail the Family of York, © 
EK. Hen. Far be the Thought of Strife from Henry's Heart 
So to abuſe this Place's Dignity. 0 
No, my Lord Cliford, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Henry means to uſe. 
Thou factious Duke of York, deſcend the Throne, 


| ol bor "og — Mercy at my Feet. 
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York, Henry I am thine. 
. Hen. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my Throne 
York, It muſt and ſhall be ſo Content thy ſelf. 
War. Be Duke of Lancafter, ſo he is King. 
Cliff. He is both Duke of Lancaſter, and Ring; 
And that I Clifferd wg i will maintain. 
Mar. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it; you forget 
That we are thoſe who chas'd you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread, 
8 March'd thro' the City to the Palace Gates 
= Clif. Urge it no more, left that inſtead of Words 
I ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a Meflenger | 
As ſhall revenge his Death before I ftir. 
Plantaganet, of thee, and theſe thy Sons, 2 
Thy Favourites, and Friends, I'll have more Lives 
Than Drops of Blood were in my Father's Veins, © 
War. Poor Clifford, how we ſcorn thy worthleſs Threats, 
York, Will you, we ſhow our Title to the Crown? © 
If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 
Edw. Good Father, as you love and honour Arms 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand brawling thus. 
Rich. Sound but the Trumpet, and the King will fly, 
b ork. P eace, Sons. f a | | = 
K. Hen, Peace all of you, and hear your King. 
Rebels, I fear all Danger leſs than you, no 
For I am better arm'd with Innocence. 
But l confeſs I fear a Civil War; 
Not for my own, but for my People's Sake. 
lam afraid indeed of ſhedding Blood, 
But you are all moſt bold in _ ; 
By which (O Heaven) judge whoſe is the Child, 
His who defires to have it cut in Pieces, 4 
Or mine, who ſtrive in Tenderneſs to ſave it. 
Rebels may be ſucceſsful for a Time, 
And overturn all Order, Right, and Juſtice : 
But Heaven does not let the World ſtand long 


. * 


- + 
* 
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In that unnatural, uneaſy Poſture. 1 20 | 
1 Heaven point out the Courſe I am to take, 
I ſhudder at the Thought of Civil War. 
And ſhall I ramely then refign the Crown, 
So bravely fought for by my Anceſtors ? | 
I know not what to do. I ſhall run mac. A fs 
53 York, Thy own Mouth, Henry, has pronounc'd thy Doom. 
ys Jucgeſsful Murder, and Rebellion Wo 
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| No. Firtt ſhall War unpeo Ty . 
AY, and their Colours 0 7 Tan 
And now in 4 0 
Shall be m e 50 
My Tirle' good better far 
Cliff. There f OR a King 
York. Henry, do but Move g 
Thy Title good, and t 


. if. 18 1 a 
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Jade 155 ra C's: er 120 dar tot 
” Tores 5 ? And. g * 
To their eternã f Shane ANC 
Flatter'd the wicked, fat 5 45 f 
1 War. 12 ſay the King 
e could not give away ano Op | 
Henry ufurp'd . FIGS 5 107 9. 
York. To prove this bY 51 e I Wt of Merrimer, 


| Who dy d in Px f m 
I And dying bead chess per Mg 
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That thoſe were the Words, of 55 i Man, Ly Aire 8 

I will maintain, bqth with Wy Oath 8 age Sy Rene, | | 
K. Hen. I know got ul t to 1 1 weak. 


Clif. How, iy wry ou 1 
28 * 27 ang the cons * * wh, 


War. creed! 
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WW HENRY ve and 


May that Grouad gape, and ſwallow me alive, 
f W ere Lf | kneel to him that flew my Father. 


14 


t unto this princely Duke of York, 
Or Fears fill ight Houſe with 40 Mer en, be 
And o'er the Chair of State x, There | he fits, * 1 
Write up his Title BY ane? 150 ks 
K. Hen. Hold, bold, my! 3 Bj Oh! tet not bicod be Gl. 


Firſt hear the Proffers that I have to make, 5 
And hearken all fin 175 Title's weak, ry 
And to defend it were to fight wah uſtice. 1 "a i 


1 


Beides, there lies already on .my 


| & The Blood of Rick ard, me 'd by  Erindfuttts, © 
And I'd 2 loth to ad P ples 2 


For ſaving which, 1 E207 | s 
| I have been King theſe 295 po Thi Years, : 


And many Intereſts muſt N mine, 


That you can never tear me from the Throne, 
But you will ſet a Thouſand Veins a bleeding. 
Then let me Reign in Quiet al 1 72 


And when l'm dead, Plantag ener be K 
York, I approve of it, and on that 0 tion 


Il ſwear to e King . 
* 721 a 


R. Hen. And not t wn i by Arms or Tea 
Tork. Never er King Henry e ives. 


K. Hen. Then l intail 
| The Crown to thee, , an 2 ; thy H 1 55 for e ever, i 
Cliff. What i e Prince your f 
War. What * a; 2 81 himſc f? 
Cliff. Baſe, fear. ul, ping 7 
How haſt thou injur q both f (elf and 7 
But I will haſte to inform 473095 Queen gf 
Farewel, faint-hearted, 2 7 . | 
In whoth cold Blood n no of . 
If thy great Father Hes e d 1 
{hy Baſeneſs, it ou bits re kim ion Heav'r n. 
lantagenet, when 1 4 . liv'd, 
Thou durſt have ſoone let 1 fe thy Soul 
_ Thouſuad Dei ry Thou ohe. 
enry, adieu, 15 a Prey to Fork, 
And die in Bonds for. 1255 naoly Deed. 
la dreadful War, wel Bos CIP 
| an'd 


Or live in hi + abay If pis Blie. 


Vork, Sons, head the 7 5 F e Palace i 
ur 


eace [ Exir. 
KX Hen. 


cur 


Leſt furious Clifford ſhou 


on 


* 


K. Hun. Oh! . LE 
"Wor. Why figh you, Sit: | 
K Hen. Not for my ſelf, but my poor Son I've wrong d. 
War. You have not wrong d him, you have wholly freed him, 
From all the Vengeance due to Uſurpation. 
York. I hear the Queen has rais d Forces in the North. 
My Lord of Warwith, attend you the King, 
And ſtay to raiſe what Force you can in London, | 
Whilſt I poſt to the North, and ſo between us 1 
Well wall her ip, and keep that Fire from ſpreading. [ Exit. 
K. Hen. Pray do, my Lords, I will aſſiſt you both | 
Againſt my ſelf, bur Juſtice ſhall be done. | cog 
See, yonder comes my Queen, whoſe unkind Looks 
Strike Terror to me, oh! I dare not flay, "Ip 
To hear the Bitterneſs of her Reproaches. 


* Hiſtorical Trageay of 


* 


Enter the Nuten and Printe. 


Queen. Where is the King? What, do you ſhun me, Sir? 
Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee. 
K Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will tay. 
Queen. Who can be patient in fuch ſad Extremes: 
Oh wretched Man, wou'd I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſeeti thee; never bore the Son, 
Since thou haſt ors ſo unnatural a Father ! 
Hath he deſerv'd to loſe his Birthright thus ? 
Hadſt thou but lov'd him half ſo much as I, 
Or felt that Pain which I did for him once; 
Or nouriſh'd him, as 1 did with my Blood, 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deateft Heart Blood here, 
Rather than make rebellious York thine Heir, 
And difinherited thine only Son. 
K. Hen. The Crown is his, I have ho Title toi 
But what is founded on Rebellion, 
The Murder of a King, and Uſurpation. | 
Queen. I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak, thou timorous Wretch, 
Thou haft undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me, 
And giv'n to the Houſe of York ſuch Head, 
As thou ſhalt reign but by their Sufferance. 
To intail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulchre, 
= An creep into it far before thy Time. 
Had been here, who am a poor weak Woman, 
| The Soldiers ſhould ha ve toſe d me on their Pikes, 


- 


P 


and "Go Oy; CE 
N HENRY Vi. tr 
F'er I had ſtoop'd to ſuch unnatural Baſeneſs. 
Oh, my dear Son, thou art no more a Prince, 
I Becauſe thy Father is no more a King: * 44 
By one baſe Deed he has undone — x 5 
3 Prince. I am a Prince, and I will be a Ring: 
Father, you cannot difinherit me; ' 
Lou may beſtow your Kingdom whilf you live, ages. 
But when you are dead, the Crown by Right is ming; 
And by the ſacred Memory of iny Anceſtors,  __ 
I'll bear no Head that does not 4 ar a Crown. " 
Qn. My Son, he ſhall hot is ric thee, : 
I have Men here to guard us from the Rebels, 
And 1 elſewhere to conquer em, and chaſtiſe, _ 
And I will make thee, Son, 2 glorious Prince, 
Whilſt thou, tame Wretch, ſhalt be a Slaye to Traytars, | T 
And only be a Shadow of a King,, <5 
EKH. Oh, my ſweet Love, talk not ſo harſhly to ne! 
Queen. I will be harſher in my Deeds than Word, _,, 


* : 


For, from this Moment, I diyorce my ſelf, _ — {3.2508 
Both from thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed. 1 


ntil that Act of Parliament be repeal dc, 
hereby my Son is difinherited, 
K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me you St 
Queen. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already, get thee gone g 


K. Hen, Then, my Son Edward, wilt thou ſtay with me ! 


—_—_ 
* F” 2 
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1 


Lauſe Rage in her, as they cauſe Grief in we. 1 
1 War. Add her Ambition to her Love and Pit, od 1 
For that has no ſmall SANE Aer p4rR " n 
But come, m t us ſtraight call a Gouncil,, _ 
| „„ * 1h; farther 1 jo 
EK. Hen. With all my Heart, my noble Lord of Warwicks 
| For, Oi Vin weary of theſe deadly Broils, 
To you III readily ſubmit. vain Rule 
Tho' on my ſelf I ſure DeftruQtion bring... 
Ter I'll hurt England. Ill not reign your Ng. 
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Rich, Father, 1 think Ne Shy wh . gi ; 5 12350 
Your Oath to be moſt vain and frivolous, . 
Therefore to Arms, zd, Father, do but en, 


How ſweet a Thing it is to wear a "Hh. 
Within whoſe C is £ 7115 8 F 
And all it 185 fig 41 4 If a6d' pt >d x TY 
Why Jo we linger thas 1 cannot re 1 
Una the white'Rofe chat I wear, he | * 15 | 
Ten in the luke vim of * 

4 5 . enough — — * 5 10 12 or %, 
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And yet the King not privy to my ., 1 
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N talk thus, 1 ou mak e me 
if on walk Sie. Tepe 1 Bet Gi win . „ 
1 bad rather die with you, * J. — 
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* the Gita, 


Conrey him with to our Net Garriſon, 
And give his — Fe. th of _ CS es Ri, 
\ Altho' the bas Twenty Th i Thou 
And our nb. ower will 2 but 5 
| = iſſue bah, and bid ag © 
ire Men to Twenty —— True, are I 
et I'll not hats th Sons, of [ths Ol . 
Many a Battle have I won in Fance, | 
= When the 7 hay nooner [ep to Ons; 
by ſhould ! Succels ? 
Now ſhow your — thy 4. Sons of Jerk. 
And Sight a5 each wou'd wear 


al Ceo 
e ce, 


| Enter Clifford with Pay. 


»'F rſue, e 
| joe you Puig op Ly To r 


Enter Rutland, 
2 e eie How dan He- 
ee «nd no one's here to guard ne.. 


Reer Clifford. * 
| . Cif. r eee eee, 1 mA 


Prepare to die. 
© Y Roe, Oh! brave, 
ear me but ſpeak a 
10 What can't thou I 


e —— 


J. Rer. I only beg you to regard your (elf, 
Lou arg a Noble Many I am a Boy's 3 

I Stain not your Fame by killing 
09 T wou'd not for your NN 
| 4 love 2 Men oor PA toys * 


a are my N — becav ſe 


Away, % n oy, Ya 
ite o'er, give 0 er, r e weret ee ee 


E why ſhou'd your Fury burn agaipft the Innocent ? 


1 


And when I give Occafion of Offence 


* A ane Preſegr of it to 1 EY 2 [Exit 


My Uncles both are flain in Teſcuing _ 2 
And all m = 
Turn back, 


: Or Lambs purſu- 


99150 + 


The Hanes Tragedy of 
leſtial Harm FROnYs my Father' s Blood 
Has ſhut the Paffage where the Sound ſhould enter,” 
Rut. I did not ed his Blood. Soom, =p 
Cliff. Thy 1 Father did. | 
"Riſe: t my Father that will get you Honor, N 
Cliff Shou'd: Kill weg, thy Facher, and thy Brothers, 
Twere not Reven pe ſufficient for my Wrath. 
o, if T dig'd up hy Forefathers Graves 
It ould not. lake mine Ire, or eaſe vt Heart. 
The Sight of any of the 'Houſe of York 
Is as a Fury to torment my Soul ; 
And till T root out the accurſed Line, 
And leave not one alive, I live i in Hell, 
Therefore 
Rue, Oh l' ſet me pray before I take my Death; ; 
To thee I vl prog? ———Tweet Clifford, pity me. 
2 uc yh my Rapier's Point affords. 
4 Hear me, but one Word more, dear, brave, Lord ci ford, 
Yah have a Son, for his ſake pity me, 
Left in Revenge thereof, fince. Heayen i is juſt, 
He be as miſerably. Nain'as 1. 


1255 I kill thee out of Hatred to thy Kind, 
would do 4 Toad, or a young Serpent. 
* Ah ! let me live i in Priſon all my Days, 


TR 1. 15 e die, for now thou haſt no Cauſe. 99” 
It hear no more, left thy ſoft Tongue 0 'ercome me, 
Ti Paths? ſlew my Father, therefore die. "[Stabs bin 
Rur. May'ſt thou ne er get more Fame than by this Deed. Dies. | 
Cliff. Plan tagener, I come, Plantagener, 
And this thy Spn's Blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, alt thy Blood 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. 
Take up the Body, and bring it after _—_— 


| Ht: Enter York!” Le E. nu 
| Fork, The Araty ot dit Queen bed hor the Field,” 1 
Followers tothe eager Foe 11201 


and fly like Ships before the — b Vo 
oY rang Wr Wolves. 
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Sons, Heav'n knows what hath bechanced th | 
— this Fknow, they have behav'd chemſclves * 
Like Men bprn to Renown, by Life or Death. 
Three Times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cky'd, Courage, Father, fight it out. 
And full as oft came Edgard to my fide, 
With purple Falchion painted to the Hilt 

In Blood of thoſe who had encounter'd him. 
Richard cry'd Charge, and give no Foot of 

We'll have a Crown or elſe a glorious Tomb; 

A Sceptre, or an earthly Sepulchre. 7” 
With this we args again, but ſoon, alas! 
Retir'd back, as I have ſeen a Swan, 

With bootleſs Labour, ſwim againſt the Tide, 
And ſpend her Strength with over-matching-Waves. 
Ab! hark the fatal Followers do purſue, | 
And I am very faint, and cannot fly : | 

But had I Strepgth; I'm on all Sides inclos' d. 
The Sands are number'd that make up my Life, 
Here muſt I ſtay, and here my Life muſt end. 


Enter Queen, Clifford, and Guards. 


Cliff. Ha ! have I found thee, proud Plantagener? 
What tumbled, Phaeton, from thy ſhining Chariot? 
Ob, Father! from thy Joys above deſcend, 1 
And * e rt At 3 

York. ou blo ing Cliford, do thy wor 
I'd ſcorn to ask hee Mexcy adit thou an 7 5 
But thou haſt none, then come with all Kd Multitudes. 

Cliff. So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther 
So Pidgeons peck the Falcon's piercing Talons; 

So deſperate Thieves breathe Curſes xt their Officers. 

York. So triumph Thieves upon their conquer'd Beau 
So true Men yield, by Robbers ſo overmatch d. 

Haſt thou the Inſolence to charge a Prince 
With Cowardice, who made thee baſely fly: 
Call to thy Memory St. Alban's Battle. 


* 


ys 


Clip. I do, then didſt thou kill my brave old Father. 


York, And now would thee, wer't thou not back d with Multi- 
Cliff. I will try that ſtand off, and do not touch him (tudes: 
Unleſs I fall — then cut him all to pieces. * 
I will not loſe Revenge — yet I will give him 
So much Revenge, to kill me if he can. 


York, 
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And bloodier J. ou 2 | I moll be —4 Le 


* a loſt Kinge dow, Huzband, and 
Ace ruth og Fo Ake s Picker "ag ukA 
1 my {ſweet wm_— 


zerd thou dp 16 80 
And 1 with — the 8888 way 4 | 
Keep 1. Koo „ ind go boaſt bf this, 


And if thou tell'ſt the heavy $to hr ” 

Upon my Soul the Henker 0 Alt Mel Thee 0 Dare 9 470 +0 
Yea, ev'n my Foes will dg Allieg Ter, 1 »47 
And ſay, alas! it dg pireous Dec. 
May, in thy need, ſy Comfort come to er, 1 Al, 
As now I rea 32 Hand: ei 74 / 


Hard hearted Clifford, abt we from the World, 


My Soul to H Blood upoti thy : 
1 Here lor thy th, and for — geben, 7 
And here's to ** out King: [Sl York: 


York. Open thy" Oar of M ercy, gracious Heaven, JO 
ee ene 8 
Keen ow e ' 

auff tn lofi vale N Ty 
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gs;of pls goon Bae 
How fares my adler ? Why are 
What is become of our right valiagt; Fathers 
And watch'd him how he ſingled C{ 10 
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The happy Tidi Iv av 43 * 4 
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Rich. I cannot Jay until I am reſply Aae bon f uk | 
41 1 Wi 
1 1111 * Die 
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eſt, Troop, {FOOPs. 21211 * 
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I faw him in the Battle range ab aut. 


* 
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Methoupht he bore, him in the thickeſt 


Ae doth a Lion mongſt a, Herd Deer; 119151 or 22191 a/ 


Or, as a Bear encompaſs round wh 


Doge, (i 0 r. 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made 


* 4318 fuo2 Vis 


There ftand. all aloof, and bark bn mou) 


Bird our Father with his Ener 846 1 6, 20 1 35) ba A 
en Ga es; 


See how the Morning opes her gol 
And takes her Farewel of the glorious Sun; 
"How well reſembles it the Prime of Youth; © + 4% 


Trimm'd like'a Yorke? princing to his Love. 
Edw. Dazzle my Eyes, or do I ſee three Suns! 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 


Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 


18 in a pale, clear, ſhining Sky 3 
hey) Join, embrace, 1 ſeem to 
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kin, 
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As if they 8 Hate Eee. 


Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun. 
In this the Heav'ns ſome Event. 


Edw. Tis ; wond/rous itrange, the like neverbeard 
| I think it cizes'us, Brother, to the Field, ry 4 
| 


That we, the Sons of — ag * 
Each one already blazing eds, ; 
Should, nocwicb landing Yeo our Lights to 
And over ſhine the Earch, 2 this the World. 
— Whate'er it bodes, — will bear 
Upon my Target, Three fair ſhining Suns. 
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But, Shit art thou, wats hery Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story ny gg on nd Fo Fongue? 
Gent. One that was a woful Looker on, 
When as the nvble Duke of York was ſlain, 
Your princely: Father, and my noble Lord. 
Edw. Oh, ſpeak no — For I have heard tos much; 
Rich. Say how he dy d, for L will hear it all. 
Gent. Environid he was with many Foes, 
And ſtood againſt em, as the Hope of T 
Againſt the Greeks, that would have enter d there. 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds 5 
And many Strokes, tho“ with a little Ax, 
Hews down, and fells the hardeſt timber'd Oak. 
By many Hands your Father was \ubdu'd, 
But only ſlaughter'd by che ireful Arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, whilſt the Queen, 
Laugh'd in his Face; and when with Grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs Queen, gave him ro dry his Cheeks, 
A Napkin ſteeped in the harmleſs Blond 
Of ſweet young Rurland, by rough Clifford ſlain; 
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts, 
They took his Head, and on . Gates of York 
They ſet the ſame, and there it doth remain f 
The dogg, Spęctacle that e er was view'd, 
Ob Clifford! flincy Clifford! thou hait cropld 
The Fieses of Europe for his Chivalry, 
And treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſh'd him; 
For Hand to Hand he would have van uiſh'd: thee. ; 
Now ey. IE Palace is become a” Tale. T 
Oh) 


1 | | E 
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Eo me Tiiftoricat age 0 


Oh! wou'd ſhe. deal from-hence; that this m wy Body - 
a Might in the Ground be: cloſed up in Reſt, _ M03 21; 
For I henceforth ſhall never joy again; | 1 
25 Never, Oh never, ſhall I know:more Joy! _ 
Rich. I cannot weep, for all my Body's Moiflure 
Scarce ſerves to quench my Furnace burning Heart. 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart's great nn, 27:74 
For the ſame Wind that I ſhow ſpeak withal, 1 
Is kindling Coals that fire up þ oa Breaſt; 
And burn me up with F "wats. that Tears would quench. 
To weep is to make leſs the Depth of Grief. 10 
Tears then for Babes, but dear evenge for me. 
Richard, I bear thy Name, Fl venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by atte mpeing it. * 
31310 06.1 yva2r is 1 : 
a+ 2 Enter Waruick and Sue, U 
ane 5 47 
War. „ noble we e Adee . i 
Ed. O Warwick ! Warwick —— great Plantagener 
Is by the ſtern Lord Clifford put:rorDeath,s/! oo 
War. Some Time ago Idrown'd this N ewsin Tears, 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield ſou ght. 
Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt „ „ 1A 
— 4 „as ſwiftly as the Poſt could run, a A 
Were brought me of your Loſs, and bis Depart. web t 
I then in London, Keeper of the King. A 
Muſter d my Soldiers, gather'd' Flocks of Wen, 
 March'd towards St. Albaus to intercept the * 8 
Bearing the King. in my Behalf, along; 1 0 105 
For by my Scouts I was Wen "EDX 
That ſhe was coming with: a full intent id ai % 
To daſh our late Decrees in Parliament, Toy il 
5 r Henry's Oathe, and your SucceGan. 4 A 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met. Ka | 
Our Battles Join'd, and for long Time we fought; - 
But whether twas the Coldnef, of the Ring. 
Who look d full gently on his warlike Queen, uad 
That robb' d my Soldiers of their heated — b +41 
Or, whether twas Report of her Succcfſs 
Or more than common Fear of C/:fford's Vigers * n: 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death; A 
Lon cannot judge, but to conclude with Thagh 6: {05 104 
heir Weapons, ike to Light'ning came and went; 


5 N Soldiers, Be the — lazy Flight, 
158 
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Or like a lazy Thraſher with his Flail, 

Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their Friends; 
1 cheer'd 'em up wih Juſtice of our Cauſe, 

With Promiſe of high Pay, and great Rewar d, 
But all in vain, they had no Heart to fight ; 

And we in them no Hope to win the Day, 

So that we fled; the King unto the Queen, 

Lord George, your Brother; Norfolk and my elf, 
With th' utmoſt ſpeed, are come to join with you; 
For in the Marſhes here we heard you were, 
Making another Head to fight again. IT; 
Edu. Where is the Duke of Norſoll, noble Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 


— A 
2 : . 
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War. Some four Miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, MM 


And for your Brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
With 'needful Aid of Soldiers to this War, 
And ev'ry Minute I expect him here. 

Rich. Twas Odds belike, when valiant JVarwick fled ; 
Oft have I heard his Praiſes in Purſuit, 

But ne'er till now, his Scandal of Retreat. 

War. Nor now my Scandal, Richard, Doſt thou hear? 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right Hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Hand, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 
As he is fam'd for Mildneſs, Peace, and Prayer, 

Rich. I know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 

"Tis Love I bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 
But in this buſy Time, what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 

And wrap our Bodics in black Mourning Gown, 
Numb'ring our Ave Maries with our Beads? 
Or, ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 


Tell our Devotion with revengeſul Arms 


If for the laſt, ſay ay, and to it Lords? 


Mar. Why therefore Warwick came to ſeek you out, 


And therefore comes my Brother Mowkragae ; i! i 


a - 


. 
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Then once again let's ſtride our foaming Steed. 


And once again ery Charge upon our Foes, - 

But never more will we turn back and flix. 
Rich. Ay, now, indeed, I hear 7 Warwick ſpeak. 

Ne'er may he live to ſee a Sun-ſhine Day 

1 hat cries Retreat, if Warwick bid him ſtay. 


9 # © 
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"The Bi Me Trogedy 7 
| Enter George and Soldiers. wy _ 


1 have not Time to greet:thee as I ought, 

For we are going to a glorious Feait. 

i Geo. I heard ot our great Father's fad Mieforranes, 
| And came to his Revenge with all the ſpeed - 

A hungry Wretch wou'd do:toaqgreat Feal}, | 

| Where there are many Gueſts, and he far off. 


Edw. Say, my dear Brother, are Four; Tepe prepar 42 14 


| Geo. All, all with a longing Appetite for War. 
Ver. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Ian; 
The next —— is Englands Royal Threne; 

{ For King of England Malt thou be proclaim d. 
And he that throws not up his Cap ** Joy. 
Shall for the Fault make forfeic of his Head. 
Stay we no longer dreaming df:-Renown, 

But ſound the 9 and about our Ten. 


ue Ding 1 5 


= Meſſ. Princes prepare, the Foe ie near X30] 
{| The Amazon Queen drags'Henry to the Battle, 

{ Who fain wou'd kgep his Oath, * Þur- ſhe'll not ſuſfer him. | 
Edw. Why, let 'em come, we are prepar d to ſace em. 
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as Hard as er d 
As thou haſt. ſhown it flinty by thy oe ds, Te” | 

| TI come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. Dr 
Ew. This Day decides who dhall be · K ing pf By 


Strike up our Drums, and let the 2 
are the Field, 


Our brave Approach ſhall ſo much d «A 
That Henry all couch down. 1 m Fes, ee. be. 


A Ayers March, =D. an we Kul bis os Hun, ale. 
Enter Warwick. e + 


War. Evn ſpent; with: Teil, A Rempetewitbea Race, | 
232 | nee, —— 1 © 1 55:0 8 

or Strokes receiv d, and ma ow epa { 
Hare robb'd my ſtrongfkhit — rk. 
| e: £520 2699 eb een 7H 
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Edv. My Brother George, take a ſhort Soldiers Welcome, 7 


Enter Edward. 


Edi. Smile, gentle Heav'n, or ſtrike, ungentle Death, 
or this World's Frowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded. 


Enter George. 


Geo. Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us: 
hat Counſel give you? Whither ſhall we fly? 

Edu. Bootlels is Flight, they follow us with Wings, 
nd weak we are, and cannot ſhun Purſuit. 


Enter Richard. 


* 


Rich. Ah Warwick! — Why haſt thou withdrawn thy ſelf, 
Thy Brother's Blood the thirſty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely Point of Cie Lance; 

And in the very Pangs of Death he cry d,. 

Like to a diſmal Clanger heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge, Brother, revenge my 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 
I That ſtain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking Blood, 

The noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoſt. "0M 
War. Phen let the Earth be drunken with:our Blood, 
I'll kill my Horſe becauſe I will not fly. b 

Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our Loſſes, while the Foe doth rage, 
And look Pen, as if the Tragedy Catch 
| Were play d in Jeſt by counterfeiting Actors? 
Here, on my Knees, I vow to Heav n above, 
I'll never pauſe again, never ſtand ſtill, 
Till either Death doth cloſe theſe Eyes of mine, 
Or, till the Battle gives me full. Revenge. 
Edu. O Warwick! .l, do;hend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thines 
And e'er my Knee riſe from the Earth's cold Face, 
I life my Hands, my Eyes, my Heart, to. thee, 
Thou Setter yp, and Plueker , of Ki 
Beſeeching thee (if withithy Will it ſtands ? 
That to my Foes this Body nwftibe Prey, 
Yer that thy glorious Gazes,of Heav'n, . 
And give ſweet Paſſage to my adlridg Soul. Tort 
"gut 2 5 Geo, 
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Seco. Yet let us all together to our Troops, 
And give them leave to fly that dare not ſtay ; 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us, 
Promrfing ſuch Rewards if we ſhould thrive, 
As Victors wore at the Olympian Games: 
This may plant Courage in their quailing Breaſts, 
For yet is Hope of Life and Victory. | 
& Rich. Again then let our bloody Colours wave, 
Aud either Victory, or elſe a Grave. 
Edw. Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Wbere· & er it be, in Heav n, or on Fart. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Richard and Clifford, meeting. 


4 * © Now Clifford, I have Gogled thee alone, 

Suppoſe this Arm is for the Duke of Vork, 
And for young Rutland, bound to revenge em both, 

Wert thou inviron'd' with a brazen Wall. 

Cliff. And, Richard, here's the Hand that ftabb'd old York; 
The ſelf ſame Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland; | 

And here's the Heart that triumphs in their Deaths, 
And cheers the Hand that ſlew thy Sire and TIP 
To execute the like upon thy e 
And ſo have at thee. | 

Rich. "ow guard well thy Heart: X Fight 1. the Sap 


5 uur King Hey. 2 


E. Hen. The Battle fares like to the Morning” 8 War, 
When dying Clouds contend witch growing Light 
Both Armies tug for Victory Breaſt to Breaſt,” 
& Yet neither's Conqueror, nor conq uered. | 
Here, on this Mole-hill, will 1 far: me down, 
An eafier Seat than a bigh Throne of State; 
To whom Heavn will there be the Victory, 
| For Margaret, my Queen, and ( too, 
Have chid me*from the Battle, ſwearing both, 
They proſper beft of all when 1 um thence, ' 
{ Wou'd I were dead, if it were Heavns good _ 5 
For what is in this World but Grief and Woe: 


— 


eros neger Zz 


Oh! I am weary of this wretched State, I bf 
Juſt now I met a*Son'bearing his Father, ONO en 3601. 
And _ py | lig ba 
21 $4 


? ; . 
70 Each 
1 7 
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Each by the other flain unwittingly 911 1653 8 747 
They being preſs d into different Service. 
Oh monſtrous Effect of Civil War! 
Oh piteous Spectacle! Oh ſad Conſuſions 

What horrid Errors, and unnatural IIls, 

Our horrid and unnatural War produces 
Alas ! had they lack d Tears, cou d ſupply em. 
How will che Kingdom, for theſe woful Chances, 
Miſ-think the King, and not be ſatisſy d. 5 | 
Oh wretched Men! How are ye all deceiv-! tt. 
Who think there's no true Joy but in a Crowne, ' , 
By my Life, 1 $2120 % 

It is he very Height of Miſer ;p; 
Nature's common Benefits we want; 
Our Sleep unſound, and ſhort, and all our Need, 
To be ſupplyd with Fear, ſince Treache 
Lurks in each / Corner of a cueſed-Court? | 
How often 8a; Monarch ſtung to Death, , 
By the deadly Viper which his Boſom warmd ?: 
How do we rack our Brain with Thoughts for others, 
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; Who nothing think for us? Let, how are Men gull'd . 


With the deceitful Bait of Pomp and Shew, 
Meer gaudy Pagentry, to vartiſhover 
A wil 3 3 0 1 

Now, by my Refalty, and pompous Wo * 
A Priſon's preferable to a Court n bana 4 
There, tho confin'd, I could enjoy my Mid. 
At Liberty, ſaat to the high: Orbe of Heaven, 
And gain a Kingdom of immortal zr; 
While others, toiling fot a Nation G ,/,, 
Shall loſe themſelves. )Alas! 144 wn 2“ 
Did my Son know the Trouble ofa Crown, 1 deln 1 3613 K 
He'd ceaſe to wonder why L ſhould Aten t ain A 
And joyn io Prayers for Heaven to gake it irom me. 
Oh wretched Men, who in theſe Wars eu HT a 
Your deareſt Friends, and now are weeping for em, uni 
Here is a Ring more woful than,you all,, 
You grieve but ſor your ſelves, for you all! T bor 
Oh you, whowheti you ſuffer by, your Kings 
Think to mend all by War, and by Rebellion, 
See here your / ſad Miſtakes 3 how dreadfully ob EH 01 
Lou ſcourge your ſelves led dd. 144 arts 18 tak 
And, Oh I y Kinge, who let your People rule 


4 4 1 
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Impairing — Foyey 


They never then had ſprints like ummmer ne. = i 
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Till they has run e eee, Confulion, ods ve 

See here, ſuch Genrloneſs: . wound Like ar 
| 1.3 EDO) 


| I 
- Prive, 48 20091. 4 40 
Prince Moe ha my Heare's on Furare bunte, e 1 
1 wou'd ſpeak Bl ww eber bid you fly ;/ 2 
But fly — Joon H your Friends ave ge, | 
And Warwick rages like a chaſed Ball: 10 [ 
RAT Corey A the Kuga. 
» OUueen e s loft; and n | 
; K. Hen. Where's Clifford? a 91d 1 
I 2 on 1 this Hour oe Gabe; Kr $117 21 3] 
; w him down, ot u in/ 
From Heltnet, to che , * 
Queen. Stay not elk Clierd, l * dead „ 
Imet him bleeding with an Hundred Wounds, | 
And now in, Cakes: — Mod hie Fire is quench'd.. 8 
Mount you, my Load, towards Brrwich , poſt nn 
Nay, ffay not to expoftulate; mate Tpeed. - - 1 
K Fu. Lege dat ce net what becomes of ne. | ti 


Rune id woundut; | 
UF, Here Cantite our, chat ligheod Ming 8 
My Love AF 6 glew'd: — | It 


And now If, = 

*ning PO 79 1A 
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And, whither fly the! G. 
Fwy who 2 — but Hiewry 
O Pherbus, hadſt thou never | 
That Phaeton ſhoũ M cheel ** 


7 A burnin 7 how te —— A 
A ou Way * Dt, 
pi th Ferber and His _— 


of 
A 
Giving do Ground unte the Houſe of t, voL 
i 
1. and Ten Tags, eee eee 
Had left no Mowrufng Wide wolfot our Dab FT -Y 
And thou, r Day, hallfikepe'thy Ohair Aaid“ T 
For, what dot en ee eee ERire of 33S 
And, what makes Robbers bold, but tummch $0 
- Bootleſs ade 2 — bn 


„% No way to fly, nor Strengch to hold out 3 2 
The 
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And ſmooth t e Frowns of War with peaceful! 


| For "I deore 
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The Foe is RO and will not pity; 
For at their 1 5870 Bye delery'd no Mercy. 

The Air hath my deadly Wounds, 

And much Efu pod. doth make me faint. 

Come York and W Clarence, and the reſltl. 
1 lb d 1 Fase Boſom, ſplit my Breaſt. ö Ri 


. | ard, Richard, George, Warwick, Soldiers 
Edw. Now cearbe pie, Lords, good Fortune . pauſe, 


Are any Troops —_ t6 purſue the Queen? 
On her Fame Henry's Egrtune does depend, 
As the Seas Ebb and ow does on * Moon. 
War. I have ta en Care Achat. | | 
Edu. Pray tell me, Lords, 


Thyk — Clifford fled with che 
e 'tis impo flible he ſhou' 55 


k che W 


iog and - 


ſcape; 


Face 1 
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Tour Brother Ric + mark'd him for the Grave, 


Ml At bis 1boting 


A | Doh, Tloudy Death, er ſhades hie Beams of - 


See ate it is — And now the Battle's 990% 


And whereſoe'er he i is, he's ſurely dead. 
Cliff. Oh! Loch 8 | [dich 
w. Whoſe Soul ; is that which rakes "4 deadly e ' 


If Friend, or Foe, let him be gently-us'd 

Rich, Revoke har; pe 4 — — cor ee, 
Who, not content „he lopp d 12 Branch, 
In hewing R=:land, when his Leaves put forth, - A vi wk 
But ſet his murzhzing Kaife unto the Root, mod « { 


From whence tþ 5 8 did ſweetl Wang 

I 2 our princely Fat gt bh, — | 

* e Screch-Qwl to our Hou 

Thy othin lon but Death to us and dure 1s 1 

Now Death his diſmal threat 15 Sound 
Peng e. no more ſhall peak, o vas baA 


Mar. I think 4 Ualendlaading is bere f. 5.4 
Say Cf d, Doſt thou know. who fſpeaks to thee? ade bn 

70 7 A 

And he nor ſces,,aprhears us, ' whagwe day»! & or r* 21 

Since then he's dead oft; w irh the: Traytor's 15 

And rear it in the Bie hour Farher a Ti * 9 

And now to London with triympbant March, aba 714 


1 


There to be crowned England's s Royal King. 
F From 


a 


. And ask the Lady Bena for thy Queen; 


4 From hence ſhall ane x, cut * = to 17 


——— 


So ſhalt thou finew both theſe Lands ber; 5 

And having France thy Friend, thou ſhalt not dread 

The ſcatter'd m_ that 4 to riſe again; 

For tho they can ſting to hurt, | 

Yet look to have 725 2 th offend your Ears. | 
Edw. Oh! thou haſt made me much in Love with Bane, 

And all Relations have increas'd my Paffion ; 

- I.cannot Marry better. haſte away. 

FM War. "Then, Royal Sir, I humbly take my 

Edu. Succeſs attend your Embaf, LA Lied tea, 


Beis 4 Gentleman, I 


Gent. A "AE TERA "re 21] attir'a in Widow's Weeds, 
Intreats Admiſſion to your Majeſty. - 


* 


. Pry —— 


Edu. Admit wy Inſtantly. | A We N 
Enter Lady Grey. Sbe Vel 0 alu. 4 kame, 'The 78 8 
n, | r 


2. „5 nne 


A „e G. Sir, I VRP you humbly the 8 . 00 
Of a poor Widow; and her little 1 i i 2 4 
I am the Relict of one Sir Jobn Grey,, 7577 15 e 29G 
Who in St. Alban 's Bartle loft his Life, © - hd 
| the Defence of him we thought our king 
1 poor Husband's Loyalty did Yn 
early for that fatal Error paid. 
My humble Prayer is, that 'my poor 
May not be puniſh'd for their Father's 


W oo 


zults, ans ne 1 
If erring Loyalty can be à Faultewwwe . h 
Ea. Fneer had * or my Ryeone'er ſaw wuty 1 
Till this Av 7 way „ 7 | 1 a10N * h 
._ Rich. So! he's loſt, da goft Her dre 0 
And any one may have England now char will 111 224) b * 


E. G. May it e your Hi hneſs ache meer, 
„ ng auge 5 
y, Widow, „ 1 2 * 
if that which pleaſes him ſhall pleaſure , a 
Edw. I am ſo rapp d, I mind not what ſhe 105 91 95 ie 
Nor that ſhe is all this while upon her Knees, | 264 
Pray, — riſe N us, 105 wn og 
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Rich, Yea, is it ſo? _ | 

ſee the Lady hath a Thing to grant 

Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 

Edw. If I forget not, you ſaid you had a Husband 


bo in St. Alas Bartle loft his Life. 


I. 6. Yes, Sir, I had, his Name was Sir Job» Grey. 
Edv. What Excellence had he above Mankind, | 
at he ſhou'd be more bleſt than all the reſt ? 
ow many Children have you, Lady? Tell me. 

Gee. I think he means to beg a Child of her. 

Rich. Nay, then hang me, he'll rather give her two. 

L. G. Three, my moſt gracious Lord. 

Rich. You ſhall have Four if you'll be rul'd by him. 
Eu. Oh wondrous, happy Man, to enjoy this Woman! 
W muſt enquire about her, T was never, 

Never ſo charm'd before —— my Lord, come hither, 
Fray do you know this Lady? 

= Lord, Yes, Sir, well, 


Phe is the Widow of the late Sir Jobs Grey, 
" HA Man of noble Blood, and great Eſlate, 


hut a moſt vehement Lancaſtrian. 


Edw. No Matter: Of what Family is ſhe ? 

Lord. Her Quality does far exceed her Husband'g, 

And yet her Vertue does exceed her Quality; 

Phe is the Daughter of Sir Richard Woodvi, 

ler Mother was ſometime Dutcheſs of Bedford, a 
And Daughter of the Earl of St. Pool. | | 
Au. Of noble Birth, and by her Mother's Side 

Related to the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

Y Lord. She is by Marriage, Sir, that was the Cauſe 

hat Sir Jobn Grey was ſuch a fierce Lancaſtrian. 2 

Edu. She has Beauty, Vertue, joyn'd with noble Birth; 
Why may not this fair Lady be a Queen? | 
Hut ſhe's-a Subject, England will not like it; | 
ind the Engliſh Nation, like the Sea it governs, 

= bold and turbulent, and eaſily mov'd, 


| | 0 nd always beats againſt the Shore that bounds it. 


hat, are the People free, and not the King? 
Not free, where every Slave is free, his Bed; 44 
Ay: ſo it is it ſeems, and th' Evg/io Fury, n 

ill eafily with any Wind be rais'd, nr 
o daſh the Palaces and Peace of Kings. 5 
me what will come, this Lady ſhall be mine; 
be ſhall be, or my Miſtreſs, or my Wife. 
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"What was it, Madam, you defir'd of me? 


L. G. To give poor Or 6! wont Sir, their Father's Lands. s. 


Eau. Heaven forbid I d rerain em from em. 


Ed. Hold; Madam, for l muſt have one Word more. 
Pray tell me, Madam, Do you love your Children? 
3 TL. G. More dearly, Sir, than I do love my ſelf. 


1 L. G. To do them good 1 wou'd fuſtain much harm. 
Edv. I muſt impoſe a Tax upon this Lance. 
L. G. It ſhall be chankfully and gladly paid. 
Edw. It will, 'm ſure, more gladly be receiv d. 

It is an eaſy Tax, no more but Bere r Tn 1994 
L. G. No Loyal Subject, Sir, but loves hei W 
Eau. But this is Love that none but you can grant. 
L. G. I do not underſtand your Meaning, Sir. 

Edw. Truly I ſearcely underſtand my me 

For I have gaz'd my ſelf out of my Reaſon. 

L. G. With your Permiſſion, Sir, l take my Leave. 

Edu. Oh, you ſhall never, never, part from me! © 
L. G. Alas ! what mean you, Sir. | 
Eaw. I mean all the Love | 

er was, or can be, in the Heart of Mite: | 
L. G. Oh, Royal Sir, I dare not underſtand you, 

Becauſe I dare not think Ill of my Prince. - | 
Bad. Can there be ill in Love? There will be all 
The Happineſs to me, Glory to you, 

Your Heart and mine can poſſibly deſire. 

Why do you tremble, and draw back your Hand? 

You muſt not, ſhall not tir, till you have granted 

What all this Languiſhing and Prefling mean. 


EF: Sir, I thus low moſt humbly beg of you, 
Let it ſuffice * conquering Arms have {eiz'd _ 
My Husband's Life, your Laws have feiz'd his Lands, | 
Seek not to take my Honour, and my Vertue. 

I never fought againſt you,” ne*er oppos d you. 
| - Edw. Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modeſty." 
| Her Words do ſhow her Senfe incomparable. 7 
All ber Perfections challenge Sovereignty ; 

I wrong her therefore, ſhe deſerves a Srown; : 37 0 
And each Look claims a Kingdom'as its due. 


I am * to mike * Queen of "England. * 


22 1 


L. G. Then, Sir, with humble Thanks, I take my Jeave. © | 


Edu. And wou'd you not do much to do * good? | 


L..G. Oh, I ſhall ſwoon! Wou'd I had ne- er come ee = 


0220383 ere NN N 


Madam, I mean nothing but Hongur to you, 7 geb 


by, — 


a 
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L. G. Now, Sir, you mean Diſhonour to your ſelf; - _ 
I am as much unworthy to be Queen, g thy 
As I'm above ſerving an ill Defign. 1 
e. Ew. Rather, the Crown's unworthy of your Beauty. 
1. 6. It is impoſſible you ſhou'd deſcend 
To ſuch mean Thoughts. * 
Es. It is impoitible 
i ſhou'd have Happineſs without your Love. 
had rather with your Love be your dead Husband, 
MH [han with your Hatred be a living King. 
| Therefore confider well what F* will *. 
= T es ow the Extravagance o ö Paſſion; 
Think how very great or miſerable 
My Power can make you, and remember too, 
- I You faid you were fond of all your Children, 
And that to do them Good you cou'd bear Harm. 
And now, behold a King, who courts both you 
And them to Wealth, Pomp, and Royal Greatneſs. 
I. 6. Heav'n inſtruct me what Anſwer I ſhall make. 
= Who knows how far his Paſſion, back'd with Power, 
May hurry him to ruin me and mine: 
If I ſhould not conſent unto his Will, 
I, by denial, ruin our whole Houſe. 
When I, by yielding, bear the Storm alone, 
l rather will conſent to ſacrifice 
My ſelf, than ſee my poor little Orphans 
Reduc'd to Shame, to Want, and Beggarv ; 
That Thought ſtrikes more Poniards into my Heart, 
Than my conſenting unto Edward's Love. 
Oh, that I only were concern'd in this ! . [aſide 
I lately wiſh'd I never had come here, | 
For my own ſake, IT wiſh it now for yours. 
Oh think, Sir, what will all your Subjects ſay ! 
Edw. They'll ſay I am in Love. 
L. G. But will they not _ a 
Be much diſpleas'd theit Prince ſhou'd love ſo low. _ 
00 Edu. I give them leave to chuſe where they like beſt, 
nd ſhall I be the only Man impos'd on. _ 
. L.6. But you have ſent to Court a foreign Princeſs, - _ 
May bring your Kingdom great Advantages, | is 8 
mfider how you may enrage Lord Warwick, 1 | * 1 
Edw. He is my Friend and Subject, not my Maſten. 
. 6. I fecythe World will much condemn you, Sir. 
. Ice not. t by 1 
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1 The Hiſtorical Tragedy of . 
1 had rather lite 4 Minute in your Arm., 
Than many Ages in the Praiſe of Fools. 


Euter Gentleman. 
Sent. Moſt happy Tidings, Sir Henry, your Enemy, 
Wandring alone diiguis'd in homely Habit, 
Was taken by the Keepers of the Foreſt, 
As he was reading in a lonely Covert. 5 ö 
Eu. Good News, indeed! where is he, bring him to me. 
Enter King Henry in mean Habit. 


Why, how now Henry, in this humble Garb? 
Hen. Inſalt not, Eduard. over my Misfortunes, 
But from this Garb, in which thou ſcarce canſt know me, 
Learn thou to know thy ſelf, and remember, 
Heav'n can humble ev'ry King like me. 
Edu. Henry, I piry thee, thou doſt not ſuffer 
For thy own Crimes, but thoſe of thy uſurpin 
And traiterous Anceſtors to London with Lim, 
And keep him a cloſe Prifoner in the Tower; 
See that he there command all Things but Liberty. 
” How all my Happineffes flow together; 
My Head incircled with a glorious Crown, 
My greateſt Enemy within my Power. 
Succeſsful Conqueſt waiting on my Arms, | 
And what's yet more, poſſeſs d of thy bright Charms. [ Excunt. 


Manet Rich. And have I fought only to give you Joys? 

What, muſt not I too have an equal Share? 

I have my Paſſions, Sir, as well as you. l 

Whence do thoſe Paſſions fpring, from childiſh Love? 

No, from manly Greatneſs ; all other Fondneſs 
Love banifh'd from this rude tough Breaſt of mine, 

For I'm not made to pleaſe a wanton Eye. 

Then; what will fatisfy my Appetite? 

Nought but a Crown, it hangs. within my fight, 

And I will ftrerch this blaſted Arm of mine 

Oer all the Heads that are twixt me arid that | 
Bat I will reach it . my Arm muſt then be long, 


ws ggfs. 
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Por fay that Edward's Title's buried, 0 
Seit there remains Clarener and Henry, 1 
A pdhis Son Edward, with their unlook d for Iſſue, of 
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To take their Rooms, e'er I can place my ſelf. 

A cold Premeditation for my Purpoſe. _ = 
ny then do I but dream on Sovereignty? 
Like one that ſtands upon a Promontory, 

And ſpies afar off Shore, which he wou'd tread, 
Wiſhing bis Foot were equal with his Eye; 
And-tudes che Sea that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying, he'll lave it dry, to have his Way. 

So flatter I my ſelf with Things impoſlible. 


How ratel you the long Regal Robe ! £ ; 


Hide my ty of Back 80 Legs? 
How wou'd a Sc — grace this ſhrunk up Arm? 
And; Oh 1 what is there in a Crom? 


And till I gain it I do hive in Torment. 

Shall I then ſtand 1 — one loſt in a Wood, 

And rather bear the pricking of the Than, LS 

Than ftain my Swor b hewing out my Way ? 
* do I not 42 this Brain of mine to woke, 6. 

| frame my Countenance toall Occafious?. ', 

1 play the Orator as well as Neſtor, 

Deceive more ſlyly than Ulyſſe cou d. 

And like 2 Sizon atk another Troy. 

I can add Colours to the Camelion, 

And, for Advantage, obey, 

Have I endur'd all Hazards of ihe War, , - 


Hf Only to ſee this luſtful Edward reign * 
Have both my Hands, for him, been aſh's in 


Blood ——— 
And ſhall they not dare Ws che ſame for' mer 
Soft Time, and N .and a daring Mind, 
Shall ſet this — t Ctov 
Some Men, per 55 fa 
That's Villany, * ich h bY 3 13 
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When once it gains a Oven, Poms gras _- mg! 
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E For being ſuch an Aly to, fg tht for Ln 


* Who melts each H way in 3 1 
8 And gives his us vir Rb "UB | 
Edward, my „ 2 are great ok ſhalt. phe 1: | Wl He 
[ think Fa ſo. 4 A 101 bn 1 Fo 


Did I forget, that by the He | ſe 

; My Father came untimely to his Ci” [1 33 v4 "off ? 
Did I impale thee with the R Regal "Grown, — diod Iv 1 
| And put ing Henry from his native Rig the, 1 1 
And 1s it thus chay reeompone) i. 12 Deeds? 55 12128 
My injur d Honour. reuſes up ay ge. 90 
Wen ee 1 „ tt, 
| 7 av to repair m Fong, % nM! on. 
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enn 
in H . State, 1 An 
When I eee fen this abc IEP OY 
Matters of Marriage was the Charge he gave me, 


Had he moh L de Ja Nr I 


Then none = I 15 turn his Jeſt to Sorrow ? 
1 was the Chief that rais'd him to this Pomp, 
And. III be Chief to bring him down again. 


big Pity of Henry's Miſery, 
Ss - | Solk of Edward's Mockery. 
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Este Edward, and Artedants, metting a Meſſenger. 


Edw. Now Sir, what Letters, or, what News, from Frevce} 
Meſſ. My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words, 
But ſuch as {| (without your ſpecial Pardon) 
Dare not relate. 66H | 
Edu. Go too, we pardon thee : 
Therefore, in brief, tell cheir Words, 

As near as thou canſt gueſs them. 
What Anſwer made King Lewis to our Letters ? 
Mecſſ. At my Depart theſe were his very Words ; 
Go tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maſkers, 
A To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
4 Edw. Is Lewis ſo brave? Belike he thinks me Henry, 
/ FF But what ſaid Lady Bona to my Marriage? 

Theſe were her Words, utter'd with mild Diſdaiti 3 
Tell bim, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, : 
It wear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 

Edw. I blame not her, ſhe cou'd ſay little leſs ; 
Her's was the Wrong. But what ſaid Henry's Queen? 
For ſhe, I hear, was preſent at that Time. 
| Ma. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 

My Mourning Weeds | now ſhall lay aſide, 
And I am ready to put Armour on. 

I Edw. Belike ſhe means to play the Anmtaton, 1 
ITet how brooks Warwick this our ſudden Marriage ? 

3 Meſſ. He, more incens'd e your Majeſty _ 
Than all the n ohary: me with theſe Words 
rell him, from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore I'll uncrown him e er be long. 
Eav. Ha! durſt the Traytor utter ſuch proud Words ? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd; | 
They ſhall have Wars, and pay for their Preſumprion z 
But ſay, is Friends with W e | 
NM. They are fo link'd in Friendſhip, 1 1 
That young Prince Edinara marries Varwir s Daughte 


Edu. Haſte you to Staffird; bid him levy Men, 
The Foe ac landed on our Coaſt, * 1 | 
Aud therefore ler us hence, and loſe no Hour. 
rin we meer Rebel Marwi wich his Tower. Lud, 
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Enter King Henry, Prince, Queen, Warwick, and Guards. 


— 


= Query: Now, Sir, you are King again, this valiant Lord 
Has left the horrid Deſartꝭ of Rebellion; by, 
Where he, and all his glorious Deeds were loſt, 
And found the Road of 4 
War. I confeſss % Sd ts 
Fortune did miſlead me, and I the Kingdom, 
| > To give your Royal Rights to a falſe Prince, 
Who has ſome Royal Blood, no Royal Vertues, Way” 
| So has no Right to Crowns thoſe Vertues gain c. 
F Hu. I give you Thanks, my Lord, for your great Gifts 3 
- Life, Freedom, and a Crown. I call 'em Gifts 
Cauſe you can take em from me, or let me keep m. 
To Lite and Freedom I have aclear Title, ©. > | 
| Becauſe ne'er did ill to forfeit em. F 
But oh! I am afraid to wear the Croẽw n. 
Po fear 1 ſhare the Murder that procur d it. 
Queen. Oh ſpiritleſs Prince !-born for-a Priſon, not a Throne. 
What, if your .Grandfather murder'd his King 
Muſt you take Phyſick for his Sicknefſes? 3 
Or rather die! for a King's Crown and Life 
Go fight together —— ſo King Richard found it. 
| Prince. Sir, all our-Lives wholly depend on yours, ö 
And for one Fault df your dead Grandfather, ..- 
Which he repented, will you puniſh Thouſandsg?ẽ? 
A bat he full ſore repented Richard's Death, e 
His Deeds do ſhow, for in goodly Order 
He followed the King's Body to the Gaye. 
And on it he beſtow'd more contrite Tests 
Than from it iffued forced Drops of Hood. 
Five Hundred Poor he yearly held in pay, FO 
1 


% > 4 


o 
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Who twice 2 Day their wither'd Hands held u ß 
Towards Heav'n, to pardon the ſad bloody Grime. n wag | 
And more, did he not ere& two Chauntries 4 | 
eu You'll fin to loſe the Crown, 
More than our Grandfather did to gain . 
een. If you will doom your Af to be depos d. 
| Becauſe the Crown was gotten by ill Means J 
BY the. fame Law you may deftroy half your, Kingdom, Hr“ 
Nes, -by inhetiting their Fathers Fortunes. 
.. Inherit the Crimes, by which their Fathers gain'd 'em, | 
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Where is the Nation would not deſerve Death? 
K. Hen, Full well hath Marg'ret play d the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: 
But, pray now, tell me, did vou never hear, 
That Things ill got bad ever bad Succeſs. 
I' leave my Son my virtuous Deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch a Rate, 
As brings a Thouſand Fold more Care to keep, 
Than in Poſſeſſion any Jot of Pleaſure. 
Prince. Sir, if you be no King, we are all Rebels, 
And merit Death; | | 
War. The undeſerving Edward's, 
Not only doom'd by Heav'n unfit for Reign, 
But by his Fleſh and Blood, his Brother Clarence, 
Who has revolted from him, 
| And to create between us 
A laſting League, marries my eldeſt Daughter. 
Prince. And I have giv'n my Heart, Sir, to her Siſter, 
Who has kindly liſt ned to my Tale of Love. ; 
Oh, do not make me wretched e'ery Way! 
X Queen. Ambitious York did level at * Crown, 
- FThou ſmiling while he knit his angry Brows ; 
He but a Duke wou'd' have his Son a King, 
And raiſe his Iflue,.like a loving Sire. 
Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly Son, 
Didſt yield Conſent to diſinherit him, 
hich argu'd thee a moſt unloving Father. 
[Unreaſonable Creatures feed their Young ; 
\nd tho* Man's Face be fearful to their Eyes, 
et in Protection of their tender Ones, 
ho hath not ſeen em, even with thoſe Wings 
hich ſometimes they have us'd with fearful Flight, 
ke War with him that climb'd unto their Neſt, 
ff'ring their own Lives in their Young's Defence. 


For ſhame then, Henry, make them your Prefidentz 


Were it not pity that this goodly B) 
Phou' d loſe bs Birthright b his Father's Fault, 
ad long hereafter ſay unto. his Child,. 
hat my great Grandfather, and Grandfire, got, 

V careleſs Father fondly gave away? ? Fon 
h, what a Shame were this — Look on the Boy; - 
nd let his manly Face, which ſeth 
Pacceſsful Fortune, eel thy melting Heart 
i . 1 
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To hold thy own, and leave thine own with him. 
K. Hen. Oh! Nature conquers me! 6 | 
Queen. Oh, happy Conqueſt ! 3 SUED 
Prince. Upen my Knees, Sir, I return you Thanks. 


* 


£ 
Enter George. 


War. See, here he comes, who gallantly to ſerve 
His King and Country, will forfake his Brother. 
Welcome, brave Clarence, | hold it Cowardice 
To reſt miſtruſiful, where a noble Heart 
| Hath pawn'd an open Hand in Sign of Love; 
{ Elſe might I think that Clarence, Edward's Brother, 
Were but a feigned Friend to our Proceedings. 
But once more welcome, my Daughter ſhall be thine, 
Seo. I thought my Blood deriv'd a Crown to us, 
But now I find it derives only Treafon ; 
| To clear the Taint, I come to ſer it boiling 
| + Over a flaming Zeal for the King's Service. 1 
Mar. What think you now, Sir? Do. you judge your Title 
| + Good, when your very Enemies proclaim it. | 
Hen. I find it's Heaven's Will that I ſhou'd Reign. 


My noble Friends, let me embrace you both. 8. 

My Lord of Warwick, you are Fortunate, 25755 

I uſt beg you to Rule, for I'm afraid = Wh 

My thwarting Stars will blaſt this bleſſed Land. | T. 

War. Your Majeſty is wiſe to foreſee Evils, Sb 

And Good, that you, wou'd fave your People from em. | Ar 

Mere ſlands a Prince moſt worthy of Command. | 

Ses. The World has not more Worth than great Lord . 8 
r 1 ui 

E. Hen. Give me your Hands, I {fo you both PS by * At 

And make you both Procedtors of the Kingdom; | Sh 

Kale you, while I wait only an Devotion A 

. Queen. And now my Son, thy Inheritance is fafe. ofa 

inc. May I be Happy in my Miftrels too. KF 


Deen. Ay, if the King conſent. 

KKH. With all my Heart. 

„War. Thanks for this Honour, mighty Sovereign. 
3 Who waits ? Call in my Daughter, Cady Ane; 

| ht = FO The ages ſhall both be ſuddenfy, pg * 
Fe ar Siter here. 
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Our Scouts have found the Adventure very 


e Powers! how her Charme Cafreſh. 


The Sight of her has warm'd me into Man. 


HENT 


Enter Lady Anne. 


L. Anne. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 
| War. Welcome, my deareſt Daughter. 
Henry. Welcome, young Lady unto Henrys Court. 
Prinee. (Gazing.} At every View my Wounds bleed all 


Steal through my Eyes, and fix upon my Heart. 
Myriads of _ play within her Cyes, 
A Thouſand Graces wait upon her Smiles, 


And her whole Form confiits of lovely Charms. 


Oh ! I could gaze for ever on her Beauty, 
Yet think it a ſhort Time, and rarely ſpent. . 
Queen. Love, my dear Boy, has ſeiz d your Heart betimes, 
Prince. What Heart ſo young, that mult not feel her Power. 
I've heard you ſay, Love was a boyiſh Paſſion ; x 
Why do you wonder then it ſtrikes my Youth ? 
cannot fancy now I am a Boy, 


ucen. Peace, m ung Ned, you make the Lady bluſh. 
ar. Say, Dau Y a, 1 our Will defire a Marria - * 
Twixt you and this young Prince, Would you refuſe it? 
L. Anne, Sir, your Commands have e'er been facred to me, 
Then do not think I'll now forget my Day: | 
The Prince's Merit, and your precious Will, | 


Shall plead my Excuſe for my ſo ſoon complying : 
| And thereon | give my Hand to the young Prince. as; 21 
Prince, With raviſh'd Heart, and bended Knee I take it, 
The extreameſt Bliſs my Soul could e er defire, p40 
O Mother, do not ve that my Words | 4 


Are full of Rapture, ſince my Heart is ſo: N 
She has Delights to raviſh every Senſe, 1 
And my whole Soul diſſolves zway in Love. 
K. Hen. Then let us in to celebrate your Nuptials, 
And may Heaven proſper this your early Loves. 
Prince. Amen, ye Powers. oe ART a} P74 
War. And now what reſts, but in Night's Coverture, 
Edward being careleſsly encamp d. „ 
His Soldiers lurking in the Town about, 597 
And but attended by a ſimple Guard, 4 
We may ſurprize and take him ae our Pleaſure. 2 
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That as Ulyſſes, and ſtont. Diemede, . 
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4 With 85 ight and Manhood ſtole to Rheſus' Tents, 

And brou — from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds. 

380 we, well cover'd with the Night's black Maple, we 

| At unawares may beat down Edward's Guard, 

And feize his Perſon, but none attempt his Lite. 

You that will follow me to this Attempt, 8 

Applaud che Name of Heury with your Leader. [benz 

chen, let's on our Way in ſilent Sort, | 
For * and his W Heaven and St. ub 
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15 1 on, my Maſters, cath Man take his Stand, 
The King by this is ſet him down to ſleep. 

2. What, Will he not to Bed? 
. Why, no For he hath made a ſolemn Von, 
Never to lye, and take his natural Reſt, 

1 Bede or himſelf, be quite ſuppreft. | 
, But a * I pray, What Noble man is that, 
Phat wich the Ning here reſteth in his Tent ? "a 
„ 1 i the Lord Haſtings, the King's chiefeſt Friend. 
2. Oh! js it fo! but why commands the Ring 
That bis chief Followers lodge i in Towns about him, 
While he himſelf keeps in the cold Field. _ 1 
x. Tis the more Honour, becaufe the more Danger. 
2. Ay, but give me Worſhip and Quietneſs, 
© T like it better than a dangerous Honour. 
EF If Barwich knew in what Eſtate he ſtands, 
EF *Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 
. Unleſs our Halbards did ſhut up his Paſſage. 
2. Ay, Wherefore elſe guard we this royal TIM, 
But t to Yee his Perſon from Night Foes. 
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| mur This is his Tent, and fon where ſtands his Guard. 
© Courage, my Mafters, Honour now or never. 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
EF there 2577 OO 
2. Stay, or thou dy, - he La 
 Warwick's Soldiers. Nabe, webu, Be. 
[ They. fall upon the Guards,” and kill them, they . into 


„ foe Tent, jou bring or Edward. Dees 
git Le "Soldiers... 
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e What are they that y there? 48 
War. Richard and Haſtings, let then go; tha! is the Duke. 
Edw. Warwick, when we _ thou callꝰdſt me Kings. 
Warw. When you diſgracid me in my e 
Then I degraded you from being King, : 
And now am come to create you Duke of Yoth, 
Alas ! how ſhould you govern any Kingdom 
That caunot uſe a Nobleman with Honour. | 
Who cannot be contented. with one Wife 3 
Nor know you how to ule.your/Brother . 67 18 
Nor how to ſtudy, for the People's Welfare ;- 207 
Nor how to ſhrowd yaur ſelf from Enemies 5 26 1 
Nor how to ſet true: Value on à Friend. Te 
Edw. Nay, then I ſee, that Edward needs muſt down 
Yet, Warwick, in deſpight of all Miſchance. * © aA 
Edward will always bear himſelf as King : "ROOM 
Though Fortune s Malice overthrow my States „ 
nof. her Wheel. 


My Mind exceeds the Compaſs. 
War. Then for his Mind, be Edward England's Kg 

But Henry now ſhall wear the E li Crown, 

And be true __ id, thou but a Shadow. 

I'll prove upon thee Warwick's Power is great. 
Elko, What Fate ia both poor Man muſt nooey abide ; 

It boots 3 8 ref both r Tide. N. S [E. 
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* Lady Grey, meeting a Gentleman, 


L. G. Now, Sir, tell me, what' s the News with you. 
Gent, Pardon me, gracious Queen, the News I bring 
Is full of Grief, and royal Edward's Lofles. 
L. G. What of m Sovereign ? 
Gent. He's taken Priſoners © | 
I Either betray'd by Falfhood'of his Guard, 
Or by his Foes ſurpris d at unswares. 
And as I further have to Underſtand, 
Is now committed tothe Biſhop of York, 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that obr Foe. 
L. G. Alas! this News 1 fall of Grief indeed. — 
Gent. Yet, gracious Madam, bear it like your ſelf. 5 
Warwick, may loſe, that now hath won the Day. 
L. G. Till then fair Hope muſt hinder Life's Decay. 
And I the rather wean me from Deſpair, 
For Love of Edward's Offspring in my Womb. 
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Warwick then become ? * * 
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Forthwith that Ed 


And all his Lands ws Yo k 
And with your Leave, I ſpeak it, «4 Wh POW. 
That Clarence well deſerves forfeit Lands, 

K. Hen. I think | 
Thaes's act Thing I would deny Warwick, . 


Thangh © arence's Merit did not prompt me to it. 
Ge. PAccept our hearty Thanks, my royal Liege. 
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A And noble Warwick too accept my Thanks, 
For the great — — | who with 
; Prince. And take m | * more, 4 
To give brave Warwick for my 4 h 
War. I wiſh her Merit — equal to your IC „ vil 


Prince. She deſerves more than I can ever pay. 
Queen. Heaven grant your Loves may ever prove 1 
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We'll forward wi ade wink und this Mates $2516 viu bak 
For well I wot, hne indi Saber 

Ah! froward dn chow Yi-tdth-irbecome be - 7 
To flatter Henry,” na Weste thy ether ?:): 
Yet 26 we may," weil her both thee und Warwich. art 

Come on, . Soube not bf the Days - ibn ba} 
And that 'gorten, doubt Inouye * 1 urn 
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With haft ty C Germaine und blunt nr, 1 
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7 Feop Men, and bebt hin back i 
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ay My Lieg e 
A lictl Phe 4 30 > rar nl is noe al wth 
Which bein 2 mk Rivers ca tinut Lym moat? 
1 wonder 


At 10 dow. becoatic pf MU e 
Nie Ain would be moſt needful at this Time. 


Kk. H No debt he's gone wo do us Coe. 
For he moſt fi bath ſworn me Friend | og 17 
Quen. Fray Heaven his TIPS declare dT 
Se £013 10) #2 73 Us ql * 1 + Va Fi, n oy 
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Eyes, that 1} rkle.chro' their Helmets, aA 

With a _ otion {} 2 Fire around „ | ii bak 

And ſhow like Stars twinkling -i'th? Firmament. 8 7211 A 

The Plumes and Colours . . their. Heads, : 

Do fun the Fire that bas ſſeſs d their Hearts. 

Each prancing Horſe nei —_— ita his Rider. 

And with their horned Hb Paw the and. 1 . 

As r dig Graves forall our 3 wolf 2d: node haf. 
Lam tranſported with the —— — hot „ 510d 6, 


But hear you ou 
prince. Twas Part of eli would us fl 


_ To bring your Daughter Lady Elizabeth after. 


Sal reſt in Londen, ll ue rem. 


Comfort, 


With ape appearing Hair, that will not-follow 1. 
| i My Prayers, and Bleſſing, ever ſhall attend thee : 
_ Yet much I fear we ne'er ſhall meet again. 


; Be peedy, Boy, for I'm reſolv'd-to ſee thee, r 
Bure of a Crown, or dying at my. Feet. 10 
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And my Breaft burns, 802 much long . / 
War. Then your Deſires ſhall be iefy'd, 304 1 % 101 
For we will march to meet Edward: this inſtan |; on dA 
ht of Churence,: noble Prince. Nenn of 
to you, 39 ＋ 
Had not your Words ſe ſoon cut off my Taleee. 
Clarence is Aged to his Brother he i Orders | 
With one (whom Threats and Gold has caus'd diſcover 110 


oer, J will not watte the Time in idle Worde, 
But ſpeedy Action ſhall declare my Rage. 
Soon as I have giv'n ſome Orders to my Daughter, 
I'll mount my Horſe, and with what — e N 
1 Il haften to chaſtiſe this petjur ur d Clarence. Bad dn 
My Soverei n with ther loving — Su er F 1 "4 U 
e to his irt wir che Ocean, mT i bak 


K. Hef Farewel my Hefor, and my en Hope, A 
Well:minded?F/amruick,, be thou fortunat 
War. In n Lene Truth; I Eiſs your Highneſs Hand, þ 
d, and ſod take my Leave... 
K. Hew. What, my > op, Edned,, Wir thou * 8 
Sit Fe ars? 
Prince. Why, who is he, whoſe. Chis i 10 — erich d 25 


Theſe Choice and gallant Cavaliers to War, wal) 
K. Hin. Why then I'll in, to pray for thy el 


gern. Fear as you will, he ſhall unte the en 7, | 
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4 reg and undi rb d War. * 1 OF 
LE 5 14 
7 A ; 1 
ret if! fall, which gracious Heav'n forbid 9 


4. 


_ taſted of the RF of thy ſweet — 
| The ory bw ö 
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re thought of it as a Trifle, |. 

The Loſs of Life ſeems. but of little Moment 
When l reflect 50 tha Lolh.of thee. , | 4; |; 
And when the horrid . ht comes in my 
| leave behind my Soul deareſt Treaſure, - 
For other happy Mena e Pe. to Py, ; As Fa. 
Then Sweet, DIL 
Thou never wilt have _ 3 0 

L. 4. Why, my dear Lor on then L my Tisch 

Prince. Oh no, b Heaven ut I would have my Ear 
Bleſt with the Mufick of thy melting Voice, 
In Words of Comfort, ę er I do depart. | 
That if the Almighty Powgr's gracious will ? bak 
Is ſo determin'd, I muſt falls in Battle, 
| may have Hopes our ſpotleſs Souls, chrough Lore | 
And — —— may meet in Heav'n hereaſter, 
And _ * ar we may again 94 yo as aig 
. IL. 4. Then hear me, [gracious Heav'ny, 

To keep the Vow 1 ſolemnly do make. * . it e 
If it ſeems fitting in the Eye . 2 n, 
My precious Edward i in b W EN 1 bil. r 
May Heav'n forſake me; at — eſt 8 ® of 
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Purſue me here, and in the World to come: 4 {id a4 34 
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And ſend forth Sigh tor Sigh, and Tear for Text. AO 
Thy State, i — ex trenee it — iy git 
Since thy great Sorrow is paſt hope D 
Unleſs the Sainta, in pity to thy Woes, 1 of 5 
Shou'd _ 2 Miracle tu end — =>, , | o 
L. E. The only. Way to: prove: wy 4 
Is to contrive how to — my Sorrow ; N * 
For when I find that tis in Human — by. 
To ſuffer more, it m il a liule 1 9) 
To ſtop the Torrent of my flowing, Ten, 6 od 
But J 4 ſure that in inipolible. 1 ah 
Whene'er I ſtrive to preſe a ring Kah, = 
My Heart e'en burſts; to give ir @ free * 
L. A. Lerchem/have Sc . 
Help nothingpebſe, yet doi ey eaſe the Heart, [Exim 
f 7 6 
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He ſhou'd have _ to go * | 
Leſt in our Need he 4 insg. another, 
And make him of baſe & Spirit, like, himſelf, | 
If E ſuch be here, which Heav'n forbid, W 
im depart before we need his Hel oli 11 MP 
War. Women and Children of ſo higk a . But 
And Warriors faint, why, *twere perpetual Shame. Ss 
Oh brave young Prince — thy famous Grandfather 1 
Doth live again in thee: Long may ſt thou live And 
To bear his Image, and renew his * For 
And he that will not fight for ſuch à Hop wn? P 
Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by „% a (1. 
If he ariſe, be mock d, and wonder d at. IBef 
Queen. Thanks noble General, brave Warwick Thanks. Ih. 
Prince. And take his Thanks, thie yethath nn elſe, ——s 
Rau Miſnge. 6 5 
ut 
: Prepare you Chiefs, for Edward in at Hand, 1 
Rea y to fight, therefore be reſolute. fa e 
War. I thought no leſs; it e, ee * „1 7 Thy 
To haſte thus AF to-find us unprovided, © elt 1 * 
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eg HENRY VI. 55 
| Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould ſay 
©. By Tears gainſay, for e'ery Word | ſpeak 
Ire ſee I drink the Water ot my Eye. 

Therefore no more but this —- Henry, ous Sovereign, 
ls Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, 

His Realm a Slaughter-houſe, his Subjects ſlain, 

His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſure ſpent, 

And yonder is the Wolf that makes this Spoil. 

You fight in Juſtice ; then in Heav'n's Name, Lords, 

Be valiant, and give fignal to the Fight. 

War. Follow me all, for I will lead you on 
To glorious Deeds of War in Juſtice's Cauſe. 

; [ Exeunt, Alarm, &c. 


Re.enter Warwick and Prince Edward, 


War. Oh young Prince Edward, I had pleaſing Hope 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War; 
But now thou'rt come unto a Feaſt of Death, 
A terrible and unayoided Danger! 
Therefore, dear Prince, mount on thy ſwifteſt Horſe, 
And [I'll direct thee how thou may'ſt — 
For I have ſnatch'd thee from the Jaws of Death. 

Prince, The Swords of Rebels have not made me ſmart z 
Theſe Words af yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
[Before young Edward (of great Henry's Race, 

Who e France, and made her Chiefs to tremble) 
Relinquiſh Warwick in the Heat of War, 

III lay each Horſe I have within the Field, 

Then, worthy Chief, loſe not a Thought on me, 

But to thy Sword-hack'd Soldiers ſtrait return, 

And with thy wond'rous Deeds (too great for Words) 
Animate thy Troops, I pray you, haſte away, 

Thy Preſence only makes 'em win the Day. 


| Mar. Conſult thy Safety, Prince, and leave the Field. 


6 Exit. 

| Prince, I ſhall conſult my bonourable Fame. 

Fell Havock now rages through all the Hoſts ; 
The nodding Plumes that grac'd our Soldiers Helms, 
Are ſhiver'd all; and all beſmear'd with Blood : 
Their Arms and Armour hack'd with luſty Blows, 
And the whole Fight diſplays a general Terror. 
The Sight is Areadful ! but e too.! ; | 
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Sball I now baſely ſhrink ? No, Heaven forbid. 

Love draws my Sword, Revenge ſhall ſteel its Point; 
A Crown and Ro alty ſhall man my Breaft. y 
I'm reſolute to die, or to return | 

A Conqueror worthy of my Anna's Bed : 

And when ſucceeding Ages read my Deeds, 

They ſhall not ſay they ſham'd our Brit; Annals, 
Ha ! Richard here! Nay, then rouſe up my Soul. 


Enter Richard oppoſcre to the Prince, 


Rich. Hence Stripling, for I am loth to ſlain my Sword 

Diſhatiourebly in the Blood of Boys. 

Tho” curſed Clifford cou'd dip both his Hands 

In the more precious Heart's Blood of young Rutland, 

I'm above ($012 pore Deeds yet now I think 

It were great Folly ſhov'd I let thee go: 

Since if thy uſurping Father's Friends ſhou'd conquer, 

Thou art his Heir —— tho' I will not kill thee, 

But whip thee, thou raſh Boy, into Submiſſion. 
Princes Theſe Words provoke me no Richard, tho' 0 

| | 1 Youths 

The Blood of Engliſh Kings runs in theſe Veins, 

And I am a Stravger to all Sorts of Fear. 

Eer I will yield PI ſplit my Breaſt with Courage, 


And I'll train bard each Sinew and each Nerve, 

That I' may be an equal Match to meet | An 

This mighty Bugbear Richard, fo come on. ( 

Rich. Now, by my Life, brave Youth, thou'rt worth m Fo 

And fince thou art fo > Death, receive 5 Fs = 
 [ They approach to fight. Enter a Party on both Sides, 

33 Richard's beats off the others. e * 

Enter Edward and Warwick, fighting, He falls, | = 

| : v 

Edu. So, lie thou there — die thou, and die out Fear; An 


Now I am King of Ezylend, and I owe | 
My Crown to my own Sword, and nut to thine. 
Now Montague, fit faſt, I ſeek for thee, 


That Waruict's Bones may keep thine Company. 22 
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Mar. Ah, who is nigh — come ro me Friend or Foe | V 
And tell me who is Victor, York of Marui, * 


And now behold where yourhful Eduard comes. 


Xn HENRY VI. "$7 
Why aſk I that ? my mangled Body ſhews 1:4 26s 
My Blood, my want of Strength, and my fick Heart, 
That 1 muſt yield my Body to the Earth, Ho | 

And by my Fall, the Conqueſt to my Foe. „ 


Thus yields the Cedar to the Axe's Edge, 


Whoſe Arms gave Shelter to the princely Eagle; 

Under whoſs tally the ra os Tink 2 

Whoſe top Branch overpeer'd Jove's ſpreading Tree, 

And low Shrubs from Winter's powerful Wind. _ 
Theſe Eyes, that now are dim'd with Death's black Veil, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, : 
To. ſearch the ſecret 'T reaſons of the World. Be 
The Wrinkles of my Brows now fill'd with Blood, 
Were lik ned oſt to kingly Sepulchres, | | 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his Grave; | 
And who durſt ſmile, when Varu ick bent his Brow ?. 
Lo, now my Glory ſmear'd in Duſt and Blood! _ 

My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors, that I bad, 

E'en now forſake me, and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me but my Body's length. 

Why, what 1s Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Daſt, 1 
And live we how we can, yet die we, mult, (Dies, 


Enter Edward, George, Richard, and So/diers, 


Edw. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward Courſe, 
And we ate grac'd with Wreaths of Victory. _ 

Ges. Now, Sir, I hope you will forgive my Errors, 
For you your {elf have felt the Power of Love. 

Edw. Brother, your Errors are all buried under 
Heaps of my Enemies you have kill'd to Day. 
I have diſpatch'd my greateſt Enemy. 
Warwick will make 4 unmake no more 17 

Rich. And the bold Amazon Queen, and jnſolent Bay, 
Her fierce 86n Edward, ate both taken Priſoners. 
I've order'd, Gir, they ſhall attend you here; 


Enter Queen and Princo, Priſoners. 


Edu. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear bim ſpeak. 
Whar, can ſo young a' Thorn begin to prick ? | 
Edward, What ere make, * 

A = 


His curriſh Rid 


Ik this foul Deed were by, to equal it: 
- He was a Man, this in reſpect a Child, 
And Men ne'er 
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For bearing Arms, for ſtirring up my Subjects. 
And all the Trouble thou haft givin me? 

Prince, Speak like a Subject, proud, ambitious York, z 
Suppoſe that I am now my Father's Mouth:; 
Refign thy Place, and where | ſtand, kneel thou, 
Whillt l Propoſe the ſelf ſame Words to thee, 
Which, Iraytor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 
_Nacen. Oh that thy Father had been ſo reſolv'd ! 
Rich. That ſo your Diſtaff might have been our Sceptre. 
Prince. Let /E ny op fable in a Winter's Night, 12 

le 


s forth, not at this Time. 
Rich. By Heav'n, Brat, I'll plague you for that Word. 
Queen. Ay, thou wer't born to be the Plague of Men. 
Rich. Why take you not away this Captive Scold ? 
Prince. Nay, take away this ſeolding Crook-back rather. 
Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, or I will charm thy Tongue- 
Prince. I know my Duty -— you are all undutiful. 

Laſcivious Eduard, and thou JS Georges 

And thou miſ-ſhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 


I am your Betters, 'T'raytors as you are, 


And thou ufurp'ſt my Father's Right and mine. 


Edw. Untutor'd Lad, thou art too malapert [ Edu. 2 biw, 
Rich. Take that, thou Likeneſs of this Railer here. 

Geo. And there's for twitting me with Perjury. | "pat him. 
Queen. Oh, kill me too! 

Rich. Marry, with all my Heart. | 

Edw. Hold Richard, we've dene too 56 Fin 

Rich. Why ſhou'd ſhe live to fill the World with Strife? 
Edw. Behold ſhe fwoons, uſe Means for her Recovery. 
Rich. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my Wy 


. | Fl hence to London on a ſerious Matter. 


E'er you come there,. be _ to Reap ſome News, 
Geo. Why, whither go yo 


Queen. Oh Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to 47 Makes, Boy : 
Canſt thou not ſpeak — O7Traytors! 5 
They that ſtabb'd Cæſar, ſhed no Blood at all; 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame. 


ſpend their Fury on 4 Child.” [1 


What's worſe that; Mutderer, that I may name i 2 
5 No, no, my Heurt wil . and if I — 1 


Rich. To the Tower, the 2 L. W | Ess 


ers ros 


1 
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Ho ſweeta Plant have you untime 2 pp'd : 
You have no Children, Butchers, if you h 


That in their Chains fetter'd the = Lion, 
And made the Foreſt tremble when 


King HENRY VI: 55 
And 1 will ſpeak, that ſo my Hoey anay burſt. . 
Oh cruel Villains! bloody — ba & 


bad, 
The Thought of them wou'd have ſtir d up — 
But if you ever chance to have a. Child, ö 
Look in his Youth to have him ſo cut off. 22 
As Death's Men you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
Edu. Away with her. Go, bear her hence by force. 
Quern. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here, 
Here ſheath thy Sword, III pardon thee my Death. 
What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Geo. By Heav'n I will not give thee ſo much Eaſe. 
Queen. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou do it. 
Geo. Didſt thou not hear me ſwear I wou'd not do it. 
Queen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf. 
*'T'was Sin before, but now tis Charity. 
What, wilt thou not; where is that Butcher Richard? 
He is not here, or he wou'd prant my Suit, 
And ſet me free from hated Light at once. 
mow Away, I ſay, I charge — bear her hence. 
Queen, So come to 
| Eiw. Where's R. 4 gone. 
Geo. To London in great haſte, and, as I gueſs, 


To make a bloody * 9 per in the Tower, 
a 


Edu. He's ſudden i if a Thing comes in his Head, 
Now march we hae — dilharge the common ſort 
With Pay and and let's awzy to Lenden, 
And ſee how:we ntle Queen does fare : 

By this I Hope ſh&hath à Sen Tor me. 4 * 
Now here's à Period of tumultuous-B Bs, 
Once more we fit on England's Royal 
Re-purchas'd with the Blood of 1 
What valiant Foe-Men, like to Autumn Gen, 
Have we mow'd down-in top of all her Pride. 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold. renown'd 
For hardy and undoubzed Champions 
Two Clrffords, as the Father and 5 
And two Northumberland; two braver Men, 
Ne'er ſpur'd their Courſers at the Trumpet's Sound, 
With them the two brave Bears, Warwick and Monnregue, 


* roar d. 


Thus 


** tt 
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ou and yours as to this Prince. LE. 
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to The Hiſtorical Tragedy, &c. 


Thus have we ſwept Suſpicion from our Seat, 
And made our Footſtool of Security. 

Geo. What will your Grace have done with Aue: 
Edw, Away jw" her, and waft her hence to France, 
And then whhde reſts, but that we ſpend the Time 
With ſtately Triumphs, mirthful Comick W 
Such as ek: the · Neaſure of the Court, 

So to divert gur Subject 8 Minds, a 


From doing ander Mich *gainlt rhe State. by 


may obo Lav. learn 7 | 
Eu to dread ly Evens "of en Wars. 9) 1 WI: 
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Tranſlated from the French, and illuſtrated with Notes 
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HI. Fzmart Farisnoor: Or, The Life and — 
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Retirement, and digeſted by Monſ. de St. EvR £MOND. 1 

« The Inftruftions in this Book regard not ſolely the 3 4 
with Women, but will be * 9 to extend to every Thing tb 
bath relation to the Conduft and Buſineſs of = Man who. 

( converſes with the World. 

The Tr1RD EpiT10N, revis'd, correQed, and handſomly. 


Printed in two Pocket Volumes. 


IV. T. Locazrius Cans, of the Nature of Things. 
Done into Engl Verſe, by Tnomas Caxzcn, M. A Tus, 


Vols. - 8vo. 
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Here Luck eT1vs whole we find, 
His Words, his Muſick, and his Mind 
Thy Art has to our Country brought 

All that he writ, and all 15 thought. 
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| Flanders, who was born in ray, ak and during a Life of conti- 


| veſt, and died a Penitent. Written from her own Memoran- - 
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v. The 1. of Poetry; being 4 Critical Centers on I 
he Duke of Bucxincnam's Eſſay on Poetry; and the Earl of 
Roscomon's Eſſay on tranſlated Verſe; with Notes upon the 


Lord Lanspownz's Poem on Unnatyral Flights' in Poetry. 


Written by his Lordſhip. The Commentary written by 


Mr. Cxarrzs GIL Don, and revis'd by his Grace the lne 
e of Bucxtncnam. 
*Roſcomon firſt, then Mulgrave roſe like Light, 

Jo clear our Darkneſs, and to guide our Flight ; * 
f 725 eddy Judgment, and in lofty Sounds, 
| ve us Patterns, and they ſet us Bounds: 
— 5 from Poetry a laſting Name, 
os in their 1885 learn the Road to Fame. 
3 Lord Lanspowne. \ 
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_ rival Variety for Threeſcore Years tbefides her Childhood) 
twelve Years a Whore, five Times a Wife (whereof once 
td her own Brother) twelye Years a Thief, eight Years a 
Se Felon in Virginia; at laſt grew Rich, liv'd Ho- 
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er Alexowitz, the preſent Czar of Myuſcovy, from his Birth, 
to this preſent Time. Giving an Account of his Tra- 


5 5 and Tranſactions, in the feveral Courts of Exrobe. With 


his Attempts and Succeſſes, in the Northern and Eaſtern 
es of the World. In which is intermix d, The Hiſtory of 
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